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The Gurt Suzrnerd ſat beſide a Spring. 
All in the ſhadow.of a buſby Brier, 
That Couty hzight, which well could pipe and ng. N 
Far he YT Fe his Song did ſere. 
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And mair I wad na wits, but AL LAN bears 


ALEXANDER ROSS, A. M. 
In his Introduction to HELEN OR E, or 


the FoxTUNAaTE SHEPHERDEss, ſays of 


the GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


War wad I geen, had ScoTa put her thumb 


Upo' the wee! tell'd tale till I had come z 
Syne led my hand alangſt it, line for line, 


O to my dying day, how I wad ſhine! _ 
And as far yont it as ſyn HABPIE play'd, 
Or Chriſt's Kirk o' the Green was firſt eflay'd ! 


' 


The gree himſel, and the green laural wears 


Weel may he brook them, for he juſtly ought, 


The GENTLE SHEPHERD is ſae finely wrought, 
Wi' Acts and Scenes, of maiſterly deſign, 
Wich doth in Scora's pithy language ſhine. 
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This excellent Piece does honour to North Bri- 


tain. There is no Paſtoral in the Engliſh Language 


comparable to it; and, I believe, there is none in 


any Language Superior to it. 
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1 
CENTLE SHEPHERD: 
A 


PASTORAL COMEDY. 


/ 
INSCRIBED TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


SUSANNA couxTEss or EGLINTOUN. 


MapaAu, 


H E love of approbation, and a deſire to pleaſe 
the beſt, have ever encouraged the Poets to ſi- 

niſh their deſigns with chearfulneſs. * But confcious-of 

their own inability to oppoſe a ſtorm of ip! cen and 

haughty ill nature, it is generally an ingenious cuſtom 
among them to chuſe ſome honourable ſhade. 

Wherefore I beg leave to put my Paſtoral under 

your Ladyſliip's protection. If my patroneſs ſays the 

Shepherds ipeak as they ought, and that there are fe- 

veral natural flowers that beautify the rural wild: 1 ſhall 

have good reaſon to think myſelf fate from the auk- 


e 
ward cenfure of ſome pretending judges that condemn 
before examination. . 


I am ſure of a vaſt number that will croud into your 
Ladyſhip' s opinion, and think it their honour to a» 
gree in their ſentiments with the Counteſs of Eglin- 
toun, whole penetration, ſuperior wit, and ſourd 
judgement, ſhine with; an uncommon luttre, while ac- 

ompanied with the diviner charms of grocery and e- 
duality of-mind. 

If it were not for offending only your Ladyſhip, 
ere, Madam, I might give the fulleſt liberty to my 
muſe tv delineate the fineſt of women, by drawing 
your Lady ſhip's character, and be in no hazard of be— 
ing deemed a flatterer ; fince flaitery lies not in pays 
ing what 1 is duc to merit, but in praiſes io 
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Were I to begin with your Ladyſhip's-honourable 
birth and alliance, the field is ample, and prefents us 
with numberleſs great aud good patriots, that have 
dignified the names of Xexxneyy and MonTGoOmeky; 
be that the care of the herald and hiſtorian, Tis per- 
ſonal merit, and the heavenly ſweetneſs of the Fair, 
that inſpire the toneful lays, Here every Leſbia muſt 
be excepted, whoſe tongues give Liberty to the ſlaves, 
which their eyes had made captives. Such may be 


' flattered ; but your Ladyſhip juſtly claims our admi- 


ration and profoundeſt reſpe&: for whilſt you are poſ- 
ſeſt of every outward charm, in the molt perfect de- 
gree, the never fading beauties of wiſdom and piety, 
which adorn your Ladyſhip's mind, command devo- 
tion. 

All this is very true, cries one of better ſenſe than 
good-naturg; but what occaſion. have you to tell us 
The ſun ſhines, when we have the uſe of our eyes, and 
feel his influence? Very true; but I have the li- 
berty to uſe the Poet's privilege, which is, To ſpeak 
what every body thinks.” Indeed there might be 
ſome ſtrength in the reflection, if the Ioatian regi- 
ſters were of as ſhort duration as life; but the Bazp, 
who. tondly hopes immortality, bas a certain praiſe» 
worthy pleaſure in communicating to polterity the 
fame of diſtinguiſhed characters. write this laſt 
ſentence with a hand that trembles between hope and 
fear; but if I ſhall prove jo happy as to plcaſe your 
Ladyſhip in the following attempt, then all my doubts 
ſhall vaniſh like a morning vapour; I ſhall hope to be 
claſſed with Taſſo and Guarini and ſing with Ovid, 


& Tf "tis allowed to Poets to divine, 
„ One half of round eternity is mine.“ 


MADAM, 
- Your Ladyſhip' s moſt obedient, 
and moſt devoted Servants 


rn RAMSAY. 
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THE PERSONS. 


M E N, 


Sir Wittian WorTay., 

Pari, the Gentle Shepherd in love with Peggy. 

Roc x, a rich young Shepherd in love with Jenny. 

S1MON, | | FI | 
| two old Shepherds, Tenants to Sir William. 

GLayd, e- 


Bauipy, a Hind engaged with Neps. 


W O M E N. ? on . 


PegGer, thought le be Glaud's Niece. 

Jexvy, Glaud's only Daughter. 

Mauss, an old Woman fuppeoſed to be a Witch. 
Esra, Simon's W:/e, 

Mapcs, Glaud's Sifter. 


8 CEN E, a Shepherd's Village and Field: fome few 
Miles from Edinburgh. 


Time of Action, ad San four Haurs. 


Firſt Act, begins at Eight in the Morning. 

Second Act begins at Eleven in the Forenoun. 

Third Ad begins at Fuur in the Ajternons 

Fourth A& begins al Nine 6 Clock at Night. 

Fifth Act begins at Dap- ug bi next Mormnge 
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GENTLE SHEPHERD. 
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| ACT I, ' SCENE I. 
| * PROLOGUE. 

| Beneath the. ſouth fide of a craigy bield; 

j Where cryſtal ſprings the balſome waters yicil, 
| Tua youthſu" ſhepherds on the gowans lay, 
1 Teuling their flocks ae hann mern of May. 


Piosr Roger granes, till hollgau echoes ring: 
| But blyther Patie likes to laugh and. fing. 


ma — * 
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PATIE and ROGER. 


" SANG I. The waking of the Fault. 


Paris. Y Peggy is a young thing, 
| Juſt enter'd in her teens, 
Fair as the day and ſweet as May, 
Fair as the day, and always gay, 
My Peggy is a young thing, 
And I'm not very auld, 
Yet weel I like to meet her at 
The waking of the fauld. 


| | My Peggy ſpeaks ſac ſweetly, 
I Whene'er we meet 2lane, 
1 I wiſh nae mair to lay my care, 

I wiſh nae mair of a' that's rare, 
MI Peggy {peaks ſac ſweetly, 

o a the lave I'm cauld ; 

But ſhe gars a' my ſpirits plow, 
At waking of the fauld. 
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E: ! Mi, Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly, 
Whene'er 4 whiſper love, 
Y Tat L look down on a' the town, 
| : > That I look down c 
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My Peggy ſmiles fae kindly, 
It makes me blyth and bauld, 
And naething gies me fic delight, 
As waking of the fauld. 


My Peggy ings ſae ſaftly, 
When on my pipe I play; 
By a the reſt it is coafeſt, 
By a' the reſt, that ſhe dug. beſt, 
My Peggy fings fac ſaſtly, 
And in her ſangg are tald, 
With innocence tht wale of ſenſe, 
At waking of the fauld. 


T: HIS ſunny. morning, Roger, chears my blood, 


And puts a' nature in a jovial mood. 
How ethane. is t to ſee the riſing plants, 
To hear the birds, chirm o'er their pleaſing rants, 
Haw halſome i is't to Quff the cawler air, 
And a' the ſweets it bears, when void of care. 
What ails.thee, Roger, then? what gars thee grane ! ? 
Tell me the cauſe o' thy ill-ſcaſon'd pain. 

Reger. I'm born, Q Patie to a thrawart fate ! 
Im born to itrive wi hardſhips ſad and great, 
Tempeſts may ceaſe to jaw the rowan flood, 

Corbies and rods to grien for lambkins blood; 
But I, oppreſt wi' never-ending grief, 
Maun ay deſpair of lighting on relief. | 

Pat. The bees ſha} lothe the flow'r, and quit the kive, 
The ſaughs on boggie grounds ſhall ceaſe to thrive, 
Ere ſcornfu* queans, or laſs of warldly gear, 
ShaH ſpill my reſt, or ever force a tear. 

| Roger. Sae might 1 ſay 3 but its no eaſy done 
By ane whale ſaul's ſae ſadly out of tune. 

Ye hae ſae ſaft a voice, and flid a tongue, 
You are the darling of baith auld and young. 

If 1 but etyle at a ſang or ſpeak, 

They dit their lugs, ſyne up their leglanes cleek, 
And jeer me hameward frae the loan or bught, 
While I'm 5 d wi _ a vexing _ 
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| Yet I am tall, and as well built aß thee, 
Nor mair unlikely to a laſs s eye, 
For ilka ſheep you hae, I'll number ten, 


And thould, as ave may think, come farer been. 
Palie But ablins, nibour ye ha'e not a heart, 

And downa eithly wi your cunzie part: 
Tf that be true, what ſigniſies your gear? 
A mind thac s ſcrimpit never wante ſome care. 

Reg M\ byar tumbled, nine braw nout were ſmoor'd, 
Three elf mot were, yet I theſe ills endur d: 
In winter laſt my cares were very ſma', 
Tho ſcores of wathers perith'd in the ſnaw. 

Pat. Were your bien rooms as thinly flock'd as mine 
Leſs ye wad loſs, aud leſs ye wad repine. 
He that has juit enough can ſoundly ſlcep, 
The o'crcome only taſhes fowk to ke 
Roger. May pleaty flow upo' thee 3 a croſs, 
That chou mayit thole the pangs of mony a loſs, 
O mayit thou doat on ſome fair pavghty wench, 
That ne cr will lout thy lowan drowth to quench; 
Till birz'd beneath the burden, thou cry dool ! 


And own tha: aue may fret that is nae fool. 


Patie. Sax good fat lambs,” 1 ſauld them ilka clute 

At the Weſt-port, and bough: a winſome flute 

Of Piumtree made, wi iv ry virls round; 

A dainty whiſtle wi' a plcatant ſound : 

I'll be mair canty wi't, and neer cry dool, 

Than you wi' a. your caſh, ye dowic fool. 
Roger. Na, Patie, na! 1m nae fic churliſh beaſt ; 

Some other thing lies heavier at my breait ; 

I dream'd a dresry dream this hinder night, | 

That gars my fleſh a' creep yer wi' the tright. _ 
Fatie Now, to a friend, how tilly s this pretence 


To ane wha you and a' your ſecrets kens ? 


Daft are your dreams, as daftly wad ye hide 
Your wecl (cen love, and dorty Jenny s pride; 
Tak courage Roger, me your forrows tell, 
And ſafely think aane kens them but — 
Roger. Indeed now, Patie, ye ha e guiſs d o'er true, 
And there is nacthing 111 keep up free you. * 
; | e 
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Me dorty Jenny looks upon a ſquint; 
To ſpeak but till her I dare hardly mint: 

In ilka place, ſhe jeers me air and late, 

Aud gars me look bombaz'd and unco blate ; 

But yeſterday I met her 'yont a know, 

She fled as frac a ſhelly- coated kow, 

She Bauldy lo'es, Bauldy that drives the car ; 

But gecks at me, and ſays 1 ſmell of tar. 

Palie. But Bauldy lo'es na her, right weel 1 wat, 
He fghs for Neps: — ſae that may ſtand for that. 

Roger. I with I cou dna lo'e her but in vain, 

I ill maun doat, and thole her proud diſdain, 

My Bawty is a-cur I dearly like, 

E'en while he fawn'd, ſhe {track the poor dumb tyke ! 
If 1 had fill'd'a ovok within her breaſt, 

She wad a ſhawn mair kindneſs to my beaſt. 

When I begin to tune my ſock and horn, 

WY a' her face ſhe ſhaws a cauldrite ſcorn. 

Laſt vight 1 play'd, (ye never hard fic ſpite) 

O'er Bogie was the ſpring, and her delyte 

Vet tauntingly ſhe at her couſin ſpeer d, 
 Giff the could tell what tune I play d, and ſneer d— 
Flocks wander where ye like, I dinna care, 

I'll break my reed, and never whiſtle mair. 

Patie. E'n do ſae, Roger, wha can help miſluck ? 
Sacblas ſhe be fic a thrawn gabbet chuck 
Yonder's a craig, ſince ye hae tint all hope, 

Gae till't your ways, and tak the lover's lowp. 

Roger. | need na mack fic ſpeed my blood to ſpill, 
I'll warrant death come ſoon enough a-will. 

Patie. Daft gowk! leave aff that filly whinging way, : 
Seem, careleſs, there's my hand ye'll win the day. 
Hear how I ſerv'd my laſs I lo'e as weel 
As ye do Jenny, and wi' heart as leel. 

Laſt morning I was gay and farly out, 
Upon a dyke I lean'd, glowring about, 

I ſaw my Meg, come linkan o'er the lee 
I faw my Meg, but Peggy ſaw na me; 

For yet the ſun was wading thro! the miſt, 
And ſhe was cloſe upon me ere ſhe wilt, 
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Her coats were kiltet, and did ſweetly ſhaw 
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Her ſtraight bare legs, that whiter were than ſuaw: 


Her cockernony ſnooded up fu ſleek ; 

Her haffat locks hang waving on her check; 
Her cheeks ſae ruddy, and her een ſac clear ; 
And O her mouth's like ony hinny pear 


Neat, neat ſhe was, in buſtain waiftcoat clean: 


As ſhe came ſkiffing o'er the dewy green, 


I ferly wherefore ye're ſae ſoon attcer ; 
But | can gueſs, ye're gawn to gather dew : 


Blythſome I cry'd, my bonuy Meg, come here, 


She ſcour'd awa' and ſaid, What's that to you ? 
Then fare ye well, Meg-dorts, and eens ye like, , 


I careleſs cry'd. and lap in ver the dyke. 


I trow, when that ſhe ſaw, within a crack, 


She came-w!i' a right theveleſs errand back; 


Miſcu d me firit —than bad me hound my dog, 


To wear up three w:ff ewes {ttay d on the bog. 
J leugh ; and ſae did ſhe : then wi' great haſte, 


I claſp'd my arms about her neck and waiſt; 


About her yielding waift, and took a fouth 


Of ſweeteſt kifſes from her glowand mouth, 
While hard and fait 1 held her in my grips, 
My very ſaul came loupan to my lips. 

Sair, fair ſhe flet wi' me tween ilka ſmack, 
But weel 1 kend ſhe meant na as ſhe ſpake. 


Dear Roger, when you re jo puts on her gloom, 


Do ye ſae too, and never faſh your thumb. 


deem to forſake her, ſoon ſhell change her mood; 


Gae woo anither, and ſhe'll gang clean wood. 


SANG II. Tune, H gar rub ber cer with 


Dear Roger, if your Jenny geck, 
And anſwer kindneſs with a flight, 
Seem unconcern'd at her neglect ; 
For women in a man dehght : 
But them deſpiſe who're ſoon defeat. 
And wi a ſimple face give way 
To a repulſe — then be not blate, 
"Puſh bauldly on, and win the day. 
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When maidens innocently young, 

Say aften what they ncver mean 
Ne er mind their pretty lying tongue, 

But tent the language of their een: 
If theſe agree, and ſhe perſiſt 

To anſwer a' your love wi' hate, 
Seek elſewhere to be better bleft, 

And let her figh when tis too late, 


Reger. Kind Patie, now fair fa' your honeſt heart, 
Ye:re ay fac cadgy, and hae fic an art 
To hearten ane: For now as cleans a leet, 
Ye've cheriſti d me, fince ye began to ſpeak. 
Sac for yogr pains, III mak ye a propine, 
(My mother reſt her faul! ſhe made it fine) 
A tartan plaid, ſpun of good hawſl»ck woo, 
Scarlet and green the ſets, the borders blue: 
With ſpraings like gowd, and ſiller eroſs d wi' black, 
I never had it yet upon my back. 
Well ye are wordy ot, wha ha'e ſae kind 
Red up my revel d deubts,, and clear d my mind, 
Patie Weel haud ye there und ſince ye ve 
fraukly made ; 
To me a preſent of your braw new plaid, 
My flute's be yours, and ſhe too that's ſae nice, 
Shall come a-will gif yell tak my advice. 
Roger As ye adviſe, I'll promiſe to obſerve't ; 
But ye maun keep the flute, ye belt deſetvt. 
Now tak it out, and gie's a bonny ſpring, 
For I'm in tift to hear you play and ſing. 
Patie But firit well tak a turn up to the height, 
And ſee giff a' our flocks be feeding right: 
Be that time bannocks and a {have o cheeſe, 
Will make a breakfaſt that a laird might pleaſe : 
| Ppt pleaſe the daintieft gabs. were they ſae wiſe 
lo ſeaſun meat with health inſtead of ſpice. 
When we hae tane the grace drink at this well, h 
In whiltle fue, and ſing t'ye like wyſel. Excunt. 
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1 THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. 
8 C E N E II. 
PROLOGUE. 

A flowry hoaum between twa verdant braces, 
Where laſſes uſe do waſh and ſpread their claiths : 
A trotting burnie wwimpling thro' the ground, 
Its channel peebles ſhining ſmooth and round ; 
Here view twa barefoot beauties clean and clear; 
Firſt pleaſe your eye, then gratify your ear; 

While FENNY what ſhe wiſhes-diſcommends, 
And MEG wi better ſenſe true love defends. 


Ps r and JExxy. 
Fenny. OME Meg, let's fa“ to wark upon the 
Sh een, 
This ſhining day will bleach our linen clean ; 
The water's clear, the lift unclouded blue, 
Will mak them like a lily wet wi' dew. 

Peggy. Gae farer up the burn to Habbie's how, 
Where a' the ſweets of ſpring and fimmer grow; 
Between twa birks ont o'er a little lin 
The water fa's and maks a fingan din; 

A pool breaſt-deep, beneath as clear as glaſs, _ 
Kiſſes, wi' eaſy whirles, the bordering graſs. 
We'll end our waſhing, while the morning's cool, 
And when the day grows het, we'll to the pool, 
There waſh ourſells — tis healthfu? now in May, 

And ſweetly cawler on ſae warm a day. 
Fenny. Daft lailie, when we're naked what'l! ye ſay, 
Gif our twa herds come brattling down the brae, 
And ſee us ſac ? that jeering fallow Pate, 
Wad taunting ſay, Haith laſſes ye re no blate. 

Peavy We're far frae ony road, and out o' ſight ; 
The lads they're feeding far beyont the height; 

But tell me now, dear Jenny, (we're our lane, } ' 
What gars ye plague your wooer wi' diſdain ? 
The nibours a tent this as weel as I: 

That Koger lo'es ye, yet ye care na by. 

What ails ye at him? Troth, between us twa, 
He's wordy you the beſt day e er ye ſaw. 
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Jenny. I diana like him, Peggy there's an end, 
A herd mair ſheepiſh yet 1 never kend: 
He kames his hair indeed, and gacs right ſrug, 
Wi' ribbon-knots at his blue bonnet lug; 
Whilk penſylie he wears a thought a gee, 
And ſpreads his garters dic'd beneath his knee: 
He faulds his o'erlay down his breait wi“ care, 
And few gangs trigger to the kirk or fair; 
For a' that, he can neither ſing nor ſay ; 
Except, {{ow dye? —or, there's a bonny day, 
Peggy. Ye daſh the lad wi” conſtant ſlighting pride, 
Hatred for love is unco fair to bide : 
But ye'll repent ye, if his love grow cauld, | 
What like's a dorty maiden when ſhe's auld ? 
Like dawted wean, that tarrows at its meat, 
That for ſome feekleſs whim will orp and greet ;. 
The lave laugh at it till the dinner's paſt, 5 


13 


And lyne the foul thing is oblig'd to faſt, 
Or icart anither's leavins at the laſt. 


SANG III. Tune, Palauært on the Green. 
The dorty will repent 
It lover's hearts grow cauld, 
And uane her face will tent, 
Soon as her face looks auld : 


The dawted bairn thus taks the pct, 
Nor eats tho' hunger crave ; 

Whimpers and tarrows at its meat, 
And's laught at by the lave. 


They jeſt it till the dinner's paſt, 
Thus by its ſell abus'd, 

The fool thing is oblig'd to fait, 
Oc eat what they've refus d. 


Fy, Jenny, think, and dinna fit your time. 
Jenny. I never thought a ſingle life a crime. 
Peggy. Nor I ——But love in whiſpers lets us ken, 


That men were made for us and we for mea. 
Jenny. If Roger is my jo, he kens himſel, 
For fic a tale I never heard him tell. 
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Till I wi' pleaſure mount my bridal bed, 


And what we do, there's naue dare ca? it rude, 


He'll look upon you as his tether-ſtake, 
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He glowrs and fighs, and I can gueſs the cauſe ; 
But wha's oblig'd to ſpell his hums and haws? 
Whene'er he likes to tell his mind mair plain, 
I'fe tell him frankly ne'er to do't again, 
They're fools that ſlav'ry like, and may be free; 
The chiels may a' knit up themſelves for me. 
Peggy. Be doin your ways; for me I have a mind 
To he as vielding as my Patie's kind. 
Jenny. tich, laſs! how can ye lo'e that rattle ſkull !& 
A very deil that ay maun ha'e his will. X 
We'll ſoon hear tell what a poor feightan life 
You twa will lead, fac ſoon's ye're man and wife. 


SANG IV. Tune, O dear mother, what ſhall I do- 


O dear Peggy love's beguiling, 

We ought not to truſt its ſmiling ; - 
Better far to do as I do, 

Leſt a harder luck betide you. 

Laſſes when their fancy's carry d, 
Think of nought but to be marry'd ; 
Running to a life deſtroys 

Heart ſome free and youthfu' joys. - 


Peggy. I'll rin the riſk, nor ha'e I ony fear, 
But rather think ilk langſome day a year, 


Where on my Patie's breaſt I'll lean my head. 
There we may kiſs as lang as kiſſing's good, 


He's get his will; why no? tis good my part 

Fo gie him chat, and he'll gi'e me his heart, 
Jenny. He may indeed for ten or fifteen days 

Mak mickle o' ye wi” an unco fraiſe, 

And dawt ye, baith afore fowk and your lane 

But ſoon as his newfangleneſs is gane, 


ae moe Oo” — a. © o&\ 


And think he's tint his freedom for your ſake, | 
Iuſtead then of lang days of ſweet delyte, | 
Ae day be dumb, and a' the niceſt he'll Ayte; | 
And may be, in his barlikhoods ne'er {tick | P 
To lend bis loving wife a loundering lick. * 


Peggv. 


LE 
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Peggy. Sic coarſe ſpun thoughts as thae want pith to 
ſy ſettled mind; Fm o'er far gaue in love. (move 
Patie to me 18 dearer than my breath, 
gut want of him I dread nas other fkaith. 
here's rane of a' the Herds that tread the green 
Maas lic a ſmile, or fic twa glancing een. 
ind Mud then he {peaks wi” fic a taking art, 
1is words they thirle like mufic thro' my heart, 
ull How blythely can he ſport, and gently rave, 
And jeſt at feckleſs fears that fright the lave. 
Ik day that he's alane upon the hill, 
e reads fell books that teach him meikle ſkill. 
e is — but what need I fay that or this? 
d ſpend a month to tell you what he is! 
In a' he ſays or does, there's fic a gate, 
he reſt ſeem coofs compar'd wi' my dear Pate. 
is better ſenſe will lang his love ſœure; 
II- nature hefts in ſauls that's weak and poor. 
Jenny. Hey bonny Laſs of Brankſome! or't be lang, 
our witty Pate will put you in a ſang. 
tis a pleaſant thing to be a bride : 
yne whinging gets about your ingle fide, 
elping for this and that with faſhions din: 
o mak them brats, then you man toil and ſpin. 
e wean fa's ſick, ane ſcads itſel wi broe, 
ne breaks his ſhin, anither tines his ſhoe. 
he deil gaes o'er Jock Webſter; hame grows hell; 
hen Pate miſcaws ye war than tovgue can tell. 


SANG V. Tune, How cap I be ſad on my, &c. 


How ſtall I be ſad when a huſband I hae, 
That has better ſeuſe than ony of thae 

Sour weak filly fallows, that ftudy like fools, 

To ſink their ain Foy, and mak their wives ſnools. 

The man who is prudent ne'er lightlies his wife, 

Or wi' dull reproaches encourages ſtrife, = 

He praiſes her virtues, and ne'er will abuſe 

Her for a ſmall failing, but find an excuſe, 


Peggy. Ves tis à heartſome thing to be a wife, 
hen round the ingle- edge young ſprouts are rife, 


B 2 Gif 
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For wholſome, clcan, cheap, and ſufficient ware. 


Gif I'm ſae happy, I ſhall hae delight 

To hear their little plaints, and keep them right, 

Wow, Jenny! can there greater pleaſure be, 

Then ſee fic wee tots toolying at your knee; 

When a' they ettle at—their greateſt wiſh, 

Is to be made of, and obtain a kiſs ? x 

Can there be toil in tenting day and night 

The like o' them, when love makes care delight ? 
Jenny. But poortith, Peggy, is the warlt of a', 

Gif o'er your heads ill chance ſhould begg'ry draw; 

For little love or canty chear can come 

Frac duddy doublets, and a pantry toom: 

Your nowt may die the ſpate may bear away 

Frae aff the howms your dainty rucks of hay ; 

The thick blawn wreaths of ſnaw, or blaſky thows, 2? 

May ſmoor your weathers, and may rot your ews. ©! 

A dyvor buys your butter, woo and cheeſe, 

But or the day of payment, breaks and flees. 

Wi' glooman brow the laird ſeeks in his rent; 

*T1s no to gie, your merchant's to the bent; 

His honour maunna want, he poinds your gear; | 

Syne driven frac houſe and hald, where will ye leer? 

Dear Meg, be wiſe, and lead a fingle life: 7 

Troth, it's nae mows to be a married wife. 
Peggy. May fic ill luck befa' that ſilly the „ 

Wha has ſic fears, for chat was never me. 

Let fowk bode well, and ftrive to do their beſt : 

Nae mair's requir'd; let heav'n make out the reſt, 

I've heard my honeſt uncle aften ſay, 

That lads ſhould a' for wives that's virtuous pray 

For the maiſt thrifty man could never get 

A. weel ſtor'd room, unleſs his wife wad let; 

Wherefore nocht ſhall be wanting on my part, 

To gather wealth to raiſe my ſhepherd's heart. 

Whate'er he wins, I'll guide wi' canny care, 

And win the vogue at market, tron or fair, 


A flock o' lambs, cheeſe, butter, and ſome woo z 
Shall firſt be ſald to pay the laird his due. 

Syne a' behinds our ain;—thvus without fear, 
Wi' love and routh we thro' the warld will fteer; Any 
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And when my Pate in bairns and gear grows rife, 
He'll bleſs the day he gat me for a wife, 

Jenny. But what if ſome young giglet on the green, 
Wy dimpled cheeks, and twa bewitching een, 
Shou'd gar your Patie think his ha'f worn Meg, 


And her kend kiſſes hardly worth a feg ? 


Peggy. Nae mair o' that— Dear Jenuy to be free, 


There's ſome men conſtanter in love than we 


Nor is the ferly great, when nature kind 

Has bleſt them with ſolidity of mind, 

They'll reaſon calmly, and wi' Kindneſs ſmile, 
When our ſhort paſſions, wad our peace beguile ; 
Sae, whenſoe'er they ſlight their maiks at hame, 
”Tis ten to ane their wives are maiſt to blame. 
Then II employ wi' pleaſure a' my art, 

To keep him chearfu' and ſecure his heart, 

Art e'en when he comes weary frae the hill, 

I'll ha'e a' things made ready to his will; 

In winter when he toils through wind and rain, 
A bleezing ingle, and a clean hearth-ftane ; 


And foon as he flings by his plaid and ſtaff, 


er? The ſeething pot's be ready to tak aff ; 


Clean hag-a bag I'll ſpread upon his board, 


And l ſerve him with the belt we can afford. 


Good humour and white biggonets ſhall be 
Guards to my face, to keep his love for me. 
Jen. A diſh of married love right ſoon grows cauld, 
And doſens down to nane, as fowk grows auld, 
Peggy. But we'll grow auld together and ne'er find 


The loſs of youth, when love grows on the mind. 
Bairns and their bairns mak ſure a firmer tye, 
Than aught in love the like of us can ſpy. 
| Dee yon twa Elms that grow up lide by lide 


Suppoſe them ſome years ſyne bridegroom and bride 
Nearer and nearer ilka year they've preſt, | 
Till wide their ſpreading branches are increas't, 


| And in their mixture now are fully bleſt. 


This ſhields the other frac the eaſtern blaſt, 


That in return defends it from the walt. 


Sie as ſtand fingle (a ſtate ſae lik d by you!) 


Beneath ik ſtorm frac every airth maun bow. B 3 


= _— * > 
— EE DC EEC? 


* yo — 12 
l — — 3 EY 
at W 


18 THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


Jenny. I've done I yield, dear laſſie, I mauu yield; 
Your better ſenſe has fairly won the field, 
With the aſſiſtance of a little fae 


Lies dern'd within my breaſt this mony 2 dey. 


3ANG VI. Tune, Nancy's to the green word gane. 


I yield, dear laſſie, ye have win, 
And there is nae denying, 
That ſure as light flows frae the ſun, 
Frae love proceeds complying 
For a' that we can do or ſay, 
*Gainſt love, nae thinker heeds us, 
They ken our boſoms lodge the fac, 
That by the heart-ſtrings leads us. 


Peggy. Alake poor priſoner ! Jenny that's no fair, 
That ye'll no let the wee thing tak the air: 


Haſte, let him out, we'll tent as weel's we can, 


Giff he be Bauldy's, or poor Roger s mau. 

Jenny. Anither time's as good for ſee the ſun 
IVright far up, ard we're not yet begun 
To Rade the graith ;—1f canker d M: dye. our aunt, 
Come up the burn, ſhe'll gie's a wicked rant 
But when we've done II tell ye a' my mind; 
For this ſeems true, —nae laſs can be unkind; [Exennt. 


— 


— 


A GT IL SCENE 


PROLOGUE. 


A ſnug thack houje, before the dont a green: 
Hen, en the midden, ducks in the dubs are ſeen. 
On this fide fiands @ barn, on that a byz : 

A peet ftack joint, and forms a rural Tquare. 
The houſe is Glauds ; here uu may ſee him lean, 
And to his divet feat invite his ſriend. 


GLAUD and SIMON 


Glaud. O OD morrow, nibour „ 

0 1 fit down, 
And pies your cracks, — What s a' the news in town ? 
They 
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d; They tell me ye was in the ither day, 
And ſald your Crummock, and her beflen'd quey ; 
I'll warrant ye've coft a pund o' cut and dry; 
Lug out your box, and gie's a pipe to try. 
Symon. Wi' a' my heart z and tent me now, auld 
I've gatber'd news will kittle your mind wi' joy: (boy, 
I cou*dna reſt till ] came o'er the burn, 
\ To tell you things ba'e taken fic a turn; 
Will gar our vile oppreſſors tend like flacs, 
And ſkulk in hidlings on the heather braces. 
Claud. Fy blaw!—Ah Symie | rattling chiels ne'er 
To eleck and ſpread the groſlet lies aff hand, (ſtand 
Whilk ſoon flies round like will- fire far and near: 
But looſe your pock, be't true or fauſe let's hear. 
Symon. Seeing's believing, GlavJ, and 1 ha'e ſeen 
Hab, that abroad has wi' our maſter been ; 
Our brave good maſter, wha right wiſely fied, 
And left a fair eſtate to ſave his head, 
Becauſe ye ken fou' weel he bravely choſe, 
To ſhine, or {ct in glory wi! Monttoſe. 
t. No Cromwell's gane to Nick; aud ane ca'd Monk, 
Has plaid the Rumple a right flee begunk; 
3 Reſtor'd King CHARLES, and ilka thing's in tune; 
6. And Habby ſays, we'll ſee Sir William ſoon. 


_'S 8ANG VII. Tune, Could. Kail in find 


Cauld be the rebels' caſt, 
Opprefſors baſe and bloody, 

I hope well ſee them at the laſt, 
Strung a' up In a woody. 

Bleſt be he of worth and ſenſe, 
And ever high in ftation, 

That bravely ſtands in the defence 
Of conſcience, king and nation. 


Claud. That makes me blyth indeed but dinna flaw, 
Tell o'er your news again! and ſwear til't a'. 
And ſaw ye Hab! and what did Halhert ſay ? 


e. 


25 They have been e' en a dreary time away. 
Now God be thanked that our laird's come hame, 
And his eſtate, ſoy, can he aithly claim? 


Symon. 
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Sym. They that hag-rid us till our guts did grane, 
Like greedy bears, dare nae mair do't again, 
N And good Sir William ſall enjoy his ain. 
1 Claud. And may he lang, for never did he ſtent, 
1 Us in our thriving wi' a racket rent; 
Nor grumbled if ane grew rich, or ſhor'd to raiſe 
Our mailens when we pat on ſunday's claiths. 
Symen. Nor wad he lang, with ſenſeleſs ſaucy air, 
Allow our lyart noddles to be bare; 
Put on your bonnet Symon—tak a ſeat — [ Kate? 
© How's a' at hame? —< How's Elſpa? —— How does 
* How ſells black cattle ?—What gie's woo this year? 
And fic like kindly queſtions wad he ſpeer. 


SANG VIII. Tune, Mucking of Geordy's byre. 


The laird who, in riches and honour, - 
Wad thrive, ſhould be kindly and free; 
Nor rack his poor tenants who labour, 
To riſe aboon poverty: , 
Elſe like the pack-horſe, that's unfother'd 
And burden'd, will tumble down faint ; 
That virtue by hardſhip is ſmother'd, 
And rackers aft tine their rent, 


it Claud. Then wad he gar his butler bring bedeen: 

| The nappy bottle ben, and glaſſes clean, 

1] Whilk in our breaft rais'd fic a blythſome flame, 

| As gart me mony a time gae dancing hame, 

My heart's e en rais'd !—Dear nibour will ye ſtay, 
And tak your dinner here wi me the day, 

Well ſend for Elſpa too and upo' light, 

Pll whiſtle Pate and Roger frac the height. 

_ I'll yoke my fled and ſend to the neiſt town, 
And bring a draught of ale bauh ſtout and brown; 
And gar our cottars a' man, wife, and wean, 

Drink till they tine the gate to ſtand their lane. 

Symon. I wadna bauk my friend his blyth defign, 

Gif that it hadna firſt of a' been mine; | 

For here-yeftreen I brew'd a bow o' maut, 

Veſtreen I flew two weathers prime and fat, 


A 


7 
es 


A PASTORAL COMEDY. 21 
A furlet o' good cakes my Elſpa benk, 


And a large ham hings reeſting in the neuk. 


I ſaw my fell, ere I came o'er the loan, 


Our meikle pot that ſcads the whey put on. 
A mutton bouk to boil ;-—and ane well roaſt ; 
And on the haggies Elſpa ſpares nae coaſt, 
Sma' are they ſnorn; and ſhe can mix fou nice, 
The guſty ingans wi' a curn o ſpice, 
Fat are the puddings, — heads and feet we'll ſung; 
And we've invited nibours, auld and young, 
Jo pals this afternoon wi' glee and game, 
And drink our Maſter's health and welcome hame. 
Ye maunna then refuſe to join the reſt, 
Since ye're my neereſt friend that 1 like beſt : 
Bring wi' you a' your family, and then, 
Whene er you pleaſe I'll rant wi' you again. 
Glaud. Spoke like ye'r (ell, auld birky, never fear, 
But at your banquet TI ſhall firſt appear: 
Faith, we ſhall bend the bicker, and look bauld, 
Till we forget that we are fail'd and auld. 
Auld, ſaid I! Troth I'm younger be a ſcore, 
Wi' this good news, than what I was before, 
I'll dance or cen! hey Madge, come forth d'ye hear? 


Enter MapGe. 


Mad. The man's gain gyte!—Dear Symon, welcome 
What wad ye Glaud, wi' a' this haſte and din? There: 
Ye never let a body fit to ſpin. | - 

Glaud. Spin! Snuff — ae break your wheel, and 

. burn your tow, 
And ſet the meikleſt peet-ſtack in a low: 
Syne dance about the ben- fire till ye die, 
Since now again we'll ſoon Sir William ſee. 
Madge. Blyth news indeed |-— And wha was't tald 


you ©0't ? 
Claud. What's that to you ?—gae get my Sunday's 
Wale out the whiteſt o my bobbit bands, ſcaat ; 


My white ſkin hoſe, and mittans for my hands; 


Then frae their waſhing cry the bairns in haſte, 


And mak, ye r ſels as trig, head, feet and wailt, 


— _—_—_— CC 2 


Bauldy. 
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As ye werea' to get young lads or een: 
For we're gawn o'er to dine wi Sym, bedeen. 
Sym, Do, honeſt ute, Glaud, III ober 
the gate, 


And ſee that a' be done as I wad hae ho ve —[Exeunt. 


n . 


PROLOGUE. 


T he open field. A cottage in a glen, 
An auld wiſe ſpinning at the ſunny end. 
= a ſmall di lance, by a blaſled tree, 

Vith faulded arms, and baff rais'd looks ye 5 


BAULD Y his lane, 


HAT'S this! canna bear't ! Tis 
war than hell 

To be ſae burnt wi love, yet darna tell ; 

O Peggy, ſweeter than the dawning day, 

Sweeter than gowany glens or new man hay: 

Blyther than lambs that friſk out o'er the knows, 

Straighter than aught that in the foreft grows, 

Her een the cleareft blob of dew outſhines ; 

The lily in her breaſt its beauty tincs; 1 

Her legs, her arms, her cheeks, her mouth, her een, 

Will be my dead, that will be ſhortly ſeen! 

For Pate loes her !—waes me! and ſhe loes Pate; 

And I with Neps, by ſome unlucky fate, 

Made a daft vow !—O !' but ane be a beaft, 

That maks raſh aiths, 'till he's afore the orieſt; 


I darna ſpeak my mind, elfe a' the three, 


But doubt, wad prove ilk ane my enemy. 

Tis fair to thole—1'll try ſome witchcraft art, 

To break wi' ane, and win the other's heart. 

Here Mauſy lives, a witch, that for ſma' price, 

Can caſt her cantraips, and gre me advice; | 

She can o'ercaſt the night, and cloud the moon, 

And mak the deils obedient to her crune. 

At midnight hours, o'er the kirk- yard ſhe raves, 

And howks unchriſten'd weans out o' their 3 . 
oils 
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Boils up their livers in a warlocks pow, 

Rins witherſhins about the hemlock low, 

And ſeven times does her prayers backward ſay, 
Till Plotcock comes wi ' lumps o' Lapland clay, 
Mixt wi? the venum o' black taids and ſnakes, 
Of this, unſosſy pictures aft ſhe makes, 

Of ony ave ſhe hates; — and gars expire 

Wi flaw and racking pains afore the fire, 

Stuck ſou o' prins ; the deviliſh pictures melt, 
The pain, by towk they repreſent, is felt. 

And yonder's Maute ; ay, ay, ſhe kens fou weel, 
When ane like me comes rinning to the deil, 
She and her cat ſit beeking in her yard, 

To ſpeak my errand, faith amaiſt I'm feard : 

But LI maun do't, though I ſhou'd never thrive ; 
They gallop fait, that deils and laſſes drive. 


8-0 KN Rin 


PROLOGUE E.. 


A green tail yard, a little ſouut, 
Where water poplan ſprings, 

There fits a wife with wrinkled front, 
And yet ſhe ſpins and ſings. 


23 


S A N G: IX. Tune, Carle an' the king come. 7 


Musk. EGGY now the king's come, 
Peggy now the king's come, 

Thou may dance, and I ſhall ſing, 
Peggy ſince the king's come. 
Nae mair-the hawkies ſhalt thou milk, 
But change thy*plaiding coat for ſilk, 
And be a lady of that ilk, 

Now Peggy ſince the king's come. 


Enter BAurbr. 


B. wldy, How does auld honeſt lucky o' the glen ? 


Ye look Jaith hale aud feir at threeſcore ten. 


Mauſe. E'en twining out a thread wi' little din, 


What 


And becking my cauld limbs afore the fun, 
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What brings my bairn this gate ſae air at morn ? 

Is there nae muck to lead ?—to threſh nae corn? 
Baul. Enough o' baith—but ſomething that requires 

Your helping hand, employs now a' my cares. 
Mauſe. My helping hand, alake! what can I do, 


That underneath baith cild and poortith bow ? 


Bauldy. Ay, but your wife, and wiſer far Man we, 
Or maiſt part o' the pariſh tells a lie. | 
Mauſe. O' what kind wiſdom think ye I'm poſſeſt, 
That hits my character aboon the reft ? 
Baul. The word that gangs how ye're ſae wiſe and 
Ye'll may be tak it ill gif 1 ſhou'd tell. [fell, 
Mauſe. What fouk ſay o' me, Bauldy let me hear, 
Keep naething up, ye naething hae to fear. 
Bauldy. Weel, ſince ye bid me, I ſhall tell ye a 
That ilk ane talks about you, but a flaw. 
When laſt the wind made Glaud a roofleſs barn, 
When laſt the burn bore down my mither's yarn, 
When Brawny elf-ihot never mair came hame ; 
When Tibby kirn'd and there nae butter came; 
When Beſſy Freetock's chuffy cheeked wean, 
To a fairy turn'd, and cou'dna ſtan its lane; 
When Wattie wander d ae night through the ſhaw, 
And tint himſel amaiſt amang the ſnaw ; 
When Mungo's mare ſtood {till and ſwat wr fright, 
When he brought caſt the how(ly under night; 
When Bawſy ſhot to dead upon the green; 


| And Sara tint a ſnood was nae mair ſeen ; 


You, lucky, gat the wyte o' a' fell out, 

And ilk a ane here dreads you round about : 
And ſac they may that mean to do ye ſkaith : 
For me to wrang ye, Ill be very laith ; 


Put when | neilt mak groats, I'll ftrive to pleaſe 


You wi a furlet o' them mixt wi' peaſe. 


Mauſe, I thank ye lad, — now tell me your demand, 
And if I can, I'l] lend my helping hand. 


Peggy likes Pate—and Patie's bauld and flee, 
And loes's ſweet Meg. But Neps 1 downa ſee— 
Cou'd ye turn Patie's love to Neps and than, 
Peggy's to me,—1I'd be the happieſt man. Mauſe. 


Baul. Then I like Peggy —Neps is fond o' "| 
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Mauſe. III try my art to gar the bowls row right; 
Bae gang your ways and come again at night: | 
res Gainſt that time Ill ſome ſimple things prepare, 
orth a' your peaſe and groats, tak ye nae care. 
„, Baul. Well Mauſe Ill come, gif I the road can find ; 
But if ye raiſe the deil, he'll raife the wind: 
yne rain and thunder, may be when ?tis late, 
ill mak the night ſae mirk, Vl! tyne the gate. 


ft, ere 4? to rant in Symie's at a feaſt, 
O! will ye come like baudrons, for a jeſt ; 
nd And there-ye can our diff*rent *haviours ſpy : 


ll, here's nane ſhall ken o't there but you and J. 
ar, Mauſe. Tis like 1 may but let na on what's paſt 
»Twixt you and me, elſe fear a kittle caſt. 
Baulay. it I ought o' your ſecrets e'er advance, 
May ye ride on me ilka night to France, 
| {7 Exit Bauldy. 
: MAUSE her lane. 5. 
Hard luck, alack ! when poverty and eild, 
Weeds out o faſhion, and a lanely bield, 
Wi' a ſma' ſmack o wiles, ſhould in a twitch, 
Gi'e ane the hatefu' name, A WRINKLED WITCH, © 
This fool imagines, as do many fic, 
That I'ma wretch in compact wi“ Auld Nick, 
Becauſe by education I was taught 
To ſpeak and act aboon their common thought. 
Their groſs miftake will quickly now appear, 
Soon ſhall they ken what brought, what keeps me here. 
Nane kens but me ;—and if the morn were come, 
III tell them tales will gar them a' fing dumb. [exit. 


8 C E N E IV. | " q 
 _PROLOGUVE. 
Behind a tree upon the plain, 

PATIE und PEG CT meety 
In love, without a vicious ftain, 


The benny laſs and chearſu” ſwain 
Change vows and kiſſes ſweet, 
C | 


| Far. 


—U— — — 


26 THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. 
Pariz and Prov. 


Peggy. O Patie let me gang, I maunna ſtay, 
We're baith cry'd hame, and Jenny ſhe 
. ; 
Patie. I'm laith to part fo ſoon; now we're alane, 
And Roger he's awa wi' Jenny gane: 
They're as content, for aught J hear or fee, 
To be alane themſelves, I judge, as we. 
Here where primroſes thickeſt paint the green, 
Hard by this-little burnie let us lean, 
Hark how the lav'rocks chant aboon our heads ! 
How ſaft the weſtlin winds ſough through the reeds! 
Peggy. The ſcented meadows— birds— and healthy 
For aught I ken, may mair than Peggy pleaſe. [breeze, 
Patie. Ye wrang me ſair, to doubt my being kind; 
In ſpeaking ſae, ye ca' me dull and blind: | 
Gif I could fancy aught's ſae ſweet and fair 
As my dear Meg, or worthy of my care. 
Thy breath is ſweeter than the ſweeteſt brier, 
Thy cheek and breaſt the fineft flowers appear; 
Thy words excel the maiit delightfu' notes, 
That warble through the merle or mevis' throats : 
Wi' thee I tent nae flowers that buſk the field, 
Or ripeſt berries that our mountains yield ; 
The ſweeteſt fruits that hing upo the tree, 
Are far inferior to a kiſs o thee. | 
Pegey. But Patrick for ſome wickedneſs may fleech, WM, 
And lambs ſhould tremble when the foxes preach. " 
I darena ſtay, ye joker let me gang, | 
Another laſs may gar you change your ſang, 


Your thoughts may flit, and I may thole tne wrang. bs 
Patie. Sooner a mother ſhall her fondneſs drap, | 
And wrang the bairn fits ſmiling ic her lap: f 7 


The ſun ſhall change, the moon to change thall ceaſe, 
The gaits to clim, — the ſheep to yield the fleece, 

Ere ought by me be either ſaid or deon, 
Shall do thee wrang, I ſwear by a' aboon. 


4 | F 1 Peggy. 


A PASTORAL COMEDY. 27 
Peggy. Then keep your aith.— But mony lads will 


And be manſworn to twa in half a year. [{wear, 
ow I believe ye like me wonder weel ; 
But, if a fairer face your heart ſhou'd ſteal, 
he. Hour Meg forſaken, bootleſs might relate, 
Ho ſhe was dauted ancs by faithleſs Pate, 
Patie. I'm ſure I canna change, ye needua fear: 
hough we're but young | ve loo'd you mony a year: 
mind it weel, when thou cou'dit hardly gang, 
Dr liſp out words, I choosd thee frac the thrang 
Df a' the bairns, and led thee by the hand, 
Aft to the tanſy-know or raſhy-itrand ; 
'tou ſmiling by my ſide, — I took delite 
To pou the raſkes green wi' roots ſae white, 
DF which, as weel as my young fancy cou'd, 
For thce I plet the flow'ry belt and ſno$. 
Peggy. When firſt thou gade wi' ſhepherds to the hill, 
And | to milk the ewes firſt try'd my fill 
To bear a leglen was nae toil to me. 
chen at the bught at e'en I met wi' thee, 
Patie. When corns grew yellow and blue hether-bells 
dloom'd bonny on the moor and riſing fells, 
ae birns, or bricrs, or whins; e er troubled me, 
if 1 cou'd find blae berries ripe for thee. 
Peggy. When thoudidſt wreſtle, run, or putt the ſtane, 
And wan the day, my heart was fligktering fain: 
At a thae ſports thou {till gave joy to me: 
or naue can wreltle, run, or putt with thee. 
'Y Patie. Jenny ſings ſaft the Broom of Coden Knows, 
And Roke lilts the Milking of the Enes : 
: There's nance like Nancy, Jenny Nettles ſings 2 


ne, 


At turns in ſaggy Lauder, Marion dings; 

but when my Peggy ſings wi? ſweeter ſkill, 

The Boatmany or the Laſs of Patie's Mill, 

t is a thouſand times mair ſweet te me: 

Though they ſing weel, they canna ſing like thee, 
eggy. How eith can laſſes trow what they deſire, 

And roos'd by them we love, blaws up the fire, 

Zut wha loves belt let time and carriage try: 


ze conſtant, and my love ſhall time defy. | 
C 2 „ 
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Be {till as now, and a? my care ſhall be, 
How to contrive what pleafaut is for thee. 


SANG X. Tune, The Yellow hair'd Laddie. 
PEGG yr. 


"When firſt my dear laddie gade to the green hill, 


And I at ew-milking firit try'd my young fill, 
To bear the milk bowie nae pain was to me, 
When I at the bughting forgather'd wi' thee, 


PATIE. 
When corn riggs wav'd yellow, and blue heather bel! 


Bloom'd bonny on moorlard and ſweet riſing felis, 


Nae birns, briers, or brechens, gave trouble to me, 


If I found but the berries 1ight ripen'd for thee. 


PEGGY, | 
When thou ran or wreſtled, or putted the ſtane, 
And came off the victor, my heart was ay fain: 
Thy ilka ſport manly, gave pleaſure to me; 
For nane can putt, wreſtle, or run ſwift as thee, 


PaT1E. 
Our Jenny ſings ſaftly the Cowden Broom-knows, 
And Koſie lilts ſweetly the Mi/ting the Ew 
There's few Jenny Nettles like Nancy can fing, 
At Thro' the Mood Laddie, Bels gars our lugs ring, 
But when my dear Peggy fings wi' better {kill, 
The Boatman, T weed/ide, or the Laſs of the Mill, 
»Tis mony times ſweeter and pleaſant to me; 


For though they ſing nicely, they cau't ſing like thee, 


| PEOO x. 

How eaſy can laſſes trow what they defire ? 
And praiſes ſae kindly increaſes lore s fire: 
Gie me ſtill this pleaſure, my ſtudy ſhall be 
To make myſelf better and ſweeter for thee. 


Patie. Wert thou a giglet gawky like the lave, 
That little better than our nowt behave : 
At naught they'll ferly, ——ſenſeleſs tales believe: 
Be blyth for filly heghts, for trift-s gricve: 
Sic ne'er cou'd win my heart, that ketina how, 
Either to keep a prize, or yet prove true. 


But 


* by > My » — 
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But thou in better ſenſe, without a flaw, 

As in thy beauty far excels them a': 

Continue kind, and a' my care ſhall be, 

How to contrive what pleaſing is for thee. (ery, 
Peggy. Agreed, —But hearken! yon's auld aunty's 

I ken they'll wonder what can mak us ſtay. \ 
Patie. And let them ferly.—Now a kindly kiſs, 

Or fiveſcore good anes wad na be amiſs; 

Ard ſyne well fing the ſang wi' tunefu' glee, 

That I made up laſt owk on you and me. 
ell Peggy. Sing firſt, ſyne claim your hire. — 

Palie. — — Well, Iagree. 


. SANG Xl. To its ain Tune. 


PATIE ſings. 
By the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth, 
And rowing eyes that ſmiling tell the truth, 
I gueſs my laſſie that as well as I, 
You're made for love, and why ſhould you deny! 


| PzGG x lings. 
But ken ye lad, gin we conteſs o'er ſoon, 
Ye think us cheap, and ſyne the wooing's done 
The maidens that o'er quickly tyne their pow'r, 
Like unripe fruit, will taſte but hard and ſow er. 


PATIE ſings. | 

But gin they hing o er lang upo the tree, 
Their ſweetneſs they may tyne, and ſae may ye; | 
Red cheeked you completely ripe appear, I 
And | ha'e thol'd and wood a lang haff year. - 


PES ſings, falling into Patie's arms. 
Then dinna pu' me; gently thus 1 fa | 4 
Into my Patie's arms, tor good and a | 
But ſtint your wiſhes to this kind embrace, 
And mint nae farther till we ve got the grace. 


PATIE, with his left-hand about her wail, 
O charming armfu , hence ye cares away, 
Pll kiſs my treaſure a' the live lang day 
A” night I'll dream my kiſſcs oer again, 
Till that night come that ye u be a wy ain. 
"+ Wo 2 7 Sung 
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Sung by vottr, © 
Sun, gallop' down the weltlin ſkies, 
Gang ſoon to bed, and quickly riſe ; 
O laſh your ſteeds, poſt time away, 
And haſte about our bridal day ! | 
And if ye're wearied, honeſt light, | 


Sleep, gin ye like, a week that night, | 
End of the Second A C. F. 


] 
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PROLOGUE. 


Now turn your eyes beyond yon [preailing lime, 
Aud tent a man whoſe beard ſeeixs bleech'd wi time: 
An elwand fills bis hand, his habit met, 

Nae deubt, ye'll think he has & pratar been ; 

But whiſht lit is the Knight in maſqu-ra ie, 

Thal comes hid in this cliud to foe bi, lad. 

ObJ/erve how pleas d the | yal ſufferer moves, 

Tore his auid av"nues, ants delightſu grover. 


Sir WILLIAM dfolus. 
HE Gentleman thus bid in low diſguiſe, 


I'll for a {pace unknown delight mine eyes, 
With a full view of ev'ry fertile plain, 
Which I once loft, —which now are mine again, 
Yet 'midſt my joys ſome proſpects pain renew, 
hilft I my once fair ſeat iu ruins view. 
Vonder, ah me! it deſolately ſtands, 
Without a roof, the gates fall'n from their bands; 
The caſements all broke down, no chimney left, 
The naked walls of tap'ſtry all bereft : 
My ftables and pavilions, broken walls! 
That with each rainy blaſt decaying taHls : 
My gardens, once adorn d the moſt complete, 
With all that nature, all that art makes ſweet 3 
Where round the figur d green, and pebble walks, 
he dewy flowers hang nodding on 1 their ſtalks ; 4 

ut 
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But o'ergrown with nettles, docks and brier, 

No Jaccacinths nor Eglantines appear, 

How do theſe ample walls to ruin yield, | 
Where peach and ne rine branches found a bield ? 
And baſk d in rays, which. early did produce 
Fruit fair to view, delightful in the ule ! 

All round in gaps the molt in rubbiſh ly, 

And from what ſtands the wither'd branches fly. 
Theſe ſoon ſhall-be repi.r'd : —and now my joy 
Forbids all grief -- when | m to ſee my Boy, 

My only prop, aud object of my care, 

Since heav'n too ſoon call d home his mother fair: 
Him, cer the rays of reaſon clear'd his thought, 

I ſecretly to faithful Symon brought, 

And charg d him ſtrictly to conceel his birth, 

Till we ſhoutd ſce what changing times brought forth, 
Hid from himſelf, he farts up by the dawn, 

And ranges carcleſs o'er the heights and lawn, 
After his fleecy charge, ferenely gay, 

With other ſhepherds whiſtling oer the day. 
Thrice happy life ! that's from ambition free, 


Remo d from crowns 2nd courts, how cheat fully 


A quiet comented mortal ſpends his time 
In hearty health, his ſoul unſtain d with crime! 


4 | 
| SANG XII. Tune, Happy Clown, 


Hid from himſelf, now by the dawn 
"He flarts as freſh as roſes blaw n, 

And ranges o'er the heights and lawn, 
After his bleating flocks, 

Healthful and innocently gay 

He chants and whiſtles out the day 

Untaught to ſmile, and then betray, 
Like courtly wedther-cocks. 


Life happy, from ambition free, 
Envy, aud vile hypocriſy, | 
When truth and love with joy agree, 
Ualſullied with a crime, "x 
Unmov'd 
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Unmov'd with what diſturbs the great; { 
In propping of their pride and ftate, 
He lives, and unafraid of fate, | 
Contented ſpends his time. | 


Now tow'rds good Symon's houſe Ill bend my way, 
And ſee what makes yon gamboling to-day ; 
All on the green in a fair wanton ring, 
My youthfu' tenants gayly danee and ſing. 
| : [Exit Sir William, 


PROLOGUE. 

"Tis Symon's houſe, pleaſe to ſtep in, 
And vifſy't round and round, 

Theres nought ſuperfl ous to give pain, 
Or coſtly to be found, 

Yet all is clean: A clear peat ingle 
Glances amidſt the floor : 

The green horn ſpoons, beech lupgies mingle 
On fhelfſs forgainſt the door : 

While the young broad ſport on the green, 
The auld anes think it beſt, 

W: the brown cow to clear their een, 
Snuff, crack, and tak their reſt. 


SYMON, GLAUD, and ELS PA. 


Claud. WE ance were young our ſells— like to ſee, 
; The bairns bob round wi' ither merrily, 

Troth, Symon, Patie's grown a ftrapan lad, 

And better looks than his I never bade; 

Amang the lads he bears the gice awa', 

And tells his tale the clevereſt of them a', 

Elſp. Poor man! he's a great comfort to us baith ; 
God mak him good, and hide him ay frae ſkaith, 
He is a bairn, III ſay't, well worth our care, 

That ga'e us ne er vexation late or air. 
Gland. I trow, goodwife, if I be not miſtane, 


He ſeems to be wi Peggy's beauty tane, 
Aud troth my niece is a right dainty wean, 


As 
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As ye weel keu: a bonnier needna be, 
Nor better,— be't ſhe were nae kin to me. 
Symon. Ha! Glaud, I doubt that neter will be a EY 
My Patic's wild, and will be ill to catch; 
And ere he were, for reaſons I'll no tell, 
I'd rather be mixt wi' the mools my ſell. 
Glaud, What reaſons can ye hae? There's vane, 'm 
Unleſs that ye cait up that the's but pour ; (ſure, 
But, gif che laſſie marry'to my mind, 
| . Il be to her as my ain Jenny kind, 
Four {core of breeding ews of my ain birn, 
Five ky, that at ae milking fills a kirn, 
In gi'e to Pegg Phat day ſhe s a bride ; 
By and attour, gif my good luck abide, 
Ten lambs at ſpaining time, as lang's 1 live, 
And twa quey cawfs I'll yearly to them give. 
Eljpa. Ye offer fair kind Glaud ; but dinga ſpeer 
What may be is not fit that you hou d hear. 
Symon. Or this day eight-days likely he ſhall learn, 
That our denial diſna fight his bairn. 
Gland. Wecl nac mair ot: come gie's the other bend, 
We'll drink their healths, whatever way it end. 
[Their healths gae round. 
Symon. But will ye tell me Gland, by ſome tis ſaid, 
Your nicce is but a foundling that was laid 
Dowu at your hallen fide, ae morn in May, 
Right clean row'd up, and bedded on dry hay: 
Glaud, That clatteran Madge my titty, tells fic laue, 
Whene er our Meg her cankart humour 6 
Enter J ENNY. | 
Jenny, O father! there” s an auld man on the green, | 
The felleſt fortune- teller e'er was ſcen: 
He tenta our loofs, and ſyne whops out a book, 
Turnus o'er the leaves, ard gies our brows a look: 
Syne tells the oddeit tales that e er ye heard; 
Flis head is grey, aud lang and grey bis beard 
Symon. Gae bring him in, we Il hear what he can ſay, * 
Naue ſhall gang hungry by my houſe to day. (Ex Jeu. 
But for his telling fortunes, troth 1 fear, 
He kens nae mair o' that than my grey mare. 


Glaud, 
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Claud. Spae men! the truth o' a' their ſays 1 doubt; j 
For greater liars never ran thereout. 


Returns Jenny leading i in Sir William; with them Patie. 


Symon. Ve' re welcome honeſt carle— here tak a ſeat. 

Sir Will. I gi'e ye thanks goodman, I'fe no be blate. 

Glaud. [drinks] Come t'ye friend, — How far came 
ye ihe day. 

Sir M. 1 pledge ye nibour, e'en but little way: 
Rouſted with eild, a wee piece gate ſeems lang, 

Twa miles or three's the maiſt that I dow gang. 

Symon. Ye're welcome here to flay a' night wi” me, 
And tak fic bed and board as we can gi'e. 

Sir W. That's kind unſought—Weel gin ye ha'e a 
That ye like weel, and wad his fortune learn, [bairn 
J ſhall employ the fartheſt of my {kill : 
| To ſpae it faithfully, be't good or ill. 

Symon. | pointing to Patie. ] Only that lad—alack ? 

I hae nae mae. 
Either to mak me joyſu' now or wae. 

Sir M. e! man, let's ſee your hand what gars 

ye ſneer 

Patie. Becauſe your ſkill's but little worth 1 fear. 

Sir V. Ye cut before the point But Billy byde, 
I'll wager there's a mouſe mark on your ſide. 

Eiſpa. Beteech · us to! and weel I wat that's true; 
Awa, awa ! the deil's o'er girtlwi* you; 

Four inch ancath his oxter is the mark, 
Scarce ever ſeen fince he firſt wore a fark. 

Sir W. T'll tell ye mair, if this young lad be ſpar'd 
But a ſhort while, he?ll be a braw rich laird, [now ? 

Elſpa. A laird !—Hear ye goodman—what think ye 

Sy». 1 dinna ken: Strange auld man! what art thou? 
Fair fa” your heart, tis good to bode of wealth, 

Come tukn the timber to laird Patie's health. 
| [ Patie's heaith gaes round. 

Patie. A laird of twa good whiſtles and a kent, 
Twa curs my truſty tenants on the bent, 

Is a' my great eſtate — and like to be: 


Sac cunning carle, ne'er break your jokes on wer 
ym. 
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Sym. Whiſht Patie—let the man look-o'er your hand, 
Aﬀe- times as broken a ſhip has come to land. 


Sir William looks a little at Patie's hand, then coun. 
terfeits falling into a trance, while they endea- 
vour to lay him right. 


Elſpa. Preſerve's—the man's a warlock, or poſſeſt 
Wi? ſome nae good, or ſecond fight at leaſt : 
Where is he now ! —— 

Glaud. —— He's ſeeing a' that's done 
In ilka place, beneath or *yont the moon. 

Elſpa. Thae ſecond ſighted fowk ( His peace be here!) 
See things far aff, and things to come as clear 
As I can ſee my themb—wow ! can he tell 
(Spear at him ſoon as he comes to himſel, 
How ſoon we'll ſee Sir William ?—Whiſht, ue heaves, 
And ſpeaks out broken words like ane that raves. 

Symon. He'll ſoon grow better Elſpa, haſte ye, gae 
And fill him up a taſs of * 


Sir William ſtarts up and ſpeaks, 


« A Knight that fora LION fought 
„ Againſt a herd of bears, 
« Was to long toil and trouble brought 
In which ſome thouſands ſhares; 
© But now again the LION rares, 
« And joy ſpreads o'er the plain, 
« 'The LI ON has defeat the bears, 
The Knight returns again. 
66 | ry Knght in a few days ſhall bring 
A ſhepherd frae the fauld, 
« And ſhall preſent him to his King, 
„A ſuhject true and bauld. 
« He Mr. PATRICK fhall be call'd: 
% All you that hear me now, 
% May well believe what I have tald, 
«« For it ſhall happen true.“ 


Sym. Friend, may your ſpacing happen ſoon and weel, 


But faith Im redd ye've bargain'd wi the deil, 5 
1 
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To tell ſome tales that fowks wad ſecret keep; 
Or do you get them tald you in your fleep ? 
Sir W, Howc'er I get them never faſh your beard, 
Nor come I to read fortunes for reward; 
But I'll lay ten to ane wi' ony here, 
That all I prophefy ſhall ſoon appear. 
Symon. You prophelying fowks are odd kind men! 
They re here that ken, and here that diſna ken, 
The wimpled meaning o' your unco tale, | 
Whilk ſoon will mak a noiſe o er moor and dale. 
Glaud. It's nae ſma' ſport to hear how Sym believes, 
And taks't for goſpel what the ſpae- man gives 
Of flawing fortunes, whilk he ev ns to Pate: 
But what we wiſh, we trow at ony rate. 


bir V. Whiſht! doubtfu' carle ; for e'er the ſun 
las driven twice round the ſea, 
What I have ſaid ye ſhall ſee done 
In part, or nae mair credit me. 


Claud. Well be't ſae friend, I ſWall ſay naithing mair; 
But I've gwa ſonſy laſſes young and fair, | 
Plump ripe for men: I wxh you could forſce 

Sic fortunes for them, might prove joy to me. 


Sir V. Nae mair through ſecrets can J ſift, 
Till darkneſs black the bent ; 
I have. but anes a day that gift; 
Sac rell a while content. 


Symon. Elfpa, caſt on the claith, fetch but ſome meat; 
And, o your beſt, gar-this auld ſtranger eat. | 
, Sir W. Delay a while your hoſpitable care 
I'd rather enjoy this evening calm and fair, 

Around yon ruined tower to fetch a walk, 
With you, kind friend, to bave ſome private talk. 

Sm. Soon as you pleaſe I'll anſwer your deſire:— 
And, Glaud, you'll tak your pipe beſide the fire; 

We'll but gae round the place, and ſoon be back, 
Syne ſup together, and tak our pint and crack. 

Glaud. Il out a ſpace, and ſee the young anes play: 

My heart's till light, albeit my locks be gray. Zxeunt. il 
g ; 
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PROLOGUE. 


Lab NMNY pretends an errand hame, 
ng ROGER draps the reſt, 
To whiſper out his melting flame, 
and thaw his laſſie s breaſt. 
Behind a buſh, abeel * frac Je they meet : 
See Jenny's lauphing ; Roger like to greet. 
SH ag 1 5 ſhepherd | 1 


ROGER Ap JENNY. : 


Roger. Ear Jenny, I wad ſpeak t'ye, wid ye let; 
And yet Iergh, ye're aye fac ſcornfu ſet. 

Jenny. And what wou'd Roger ſay,if he cou'd ſpeak? 
Am | oblig'd to gueſs what ye're to ſeek ? 

Rager. Yes, ye may gueſs right eith for what I grien, 
Baith by my ſervice, ſighs, and langing een. 

And, I maun out wi't, though I riſk your ſcorn : 
Ye're never frae my thoughts baith e'en and morn, ' 
Ah! cou'd I loe you leſs, I'd happy be: 

But happier far, cou'd ye but fancy me. 

Jenny. And wha* kens, honeſt lad, but that I may? 
Ye canna ſay that &er I ſaid you nay. 

Roger. Alake! my frighted heart begins to fail, 
Whene'er I mint to tell you ont my tale, 

5 For fear ſome tighter lad, mair rich than I, 
Has won your love, and near your heart may ly. 

Jenny. I loe my father, couſin Meg 1 love, 

But, to this day, nae man my heart cou'd move: l 
Except my kin ilk lad's alike to me, "I 
And frac ye a' I beſt had keep me fre. 

Roger. How lang, dear Jenny ?—fſayna that again, 
What pleaſure can you tak in giving pain ? 
I'm glad however that ye yet Land free; 80 : 
Wha kens but ye may rue and pity me ? ; 

Jenny. Ye have my pity elſe, to ſee you ſet | 
£ On that whilk maks our ſweetneſs ſoon forget; 
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Wow! but we're bonny, good and every thing ; 
How ſweet we breathe whenc'er we kiſs or ſing ! 
But we're nae ſooner fools to gi e conſent, 
Than we our daffin and tint pow'r repent ; 
When priſon d in four wa's a wife right tame, 
Although the firſt, the greateſt drudge at hame, 
Roger. That only happens whan, for ſake o' gear, 
Ane wales a wife, as he wad buy a mare: 
Or when dull parents, bairus together bind 
Of different tempers, that can ne er prove kind; 
But love, true dowaright love, engages me, 
Though thou ſhould ſcorn—ſtill to delight in thee. 
Jenny What ſugar'd words from wooer's lips can fa? 
But girning marriage comes and ends them a'; 
I've ſeen wi' ſhining fair the morning riſe, 
And ſoon the fleet} clouds mirk a' the ſkies : 
I've feen the filler ſpring a while rin clear, 
And ſoon in moſſy puddles diſappear : 
The bridegroom may rejoice, the bride may ſmile; 
But ſoon contentions a''their joys beguile. 
Roger, I've ſeen the morning riſe wi' faireſt light, 
The day unclouded, fink in calmett night: 
Pre ſeen the ſpring rin wimpling thro” the plain, 
Increaſe and join the ocean without Rain: 
The bridegroom may be blyth, the bride may ſmile, 
Rejoice through life, and a' your fears beguile. 
Jenn. Were | but ſure ye lang would love maintain, 
The feweſt words my eaſy heart could gain; 
For I maun on, fince now at laſt you're free, 
Although I jok d, 1 lo ed your company: 
And ever had a warmneſs in my breaſt, 
That made ye dearer to me than the reſt. 
Roger. I'm happy now! ver happy! haud my head! 
This gaſh of pleaſure's like to be my dead, 
Come to my arms? or ſtrike me! I'm a' fir'd 
Wi' wond'ring love! let's kiſs till we be tir d. 
Kiſs, kiſs! we'll kiſs the fun and ſtarns away, 
And ferly at the quick return o' day! 
O Jenny! let my arms about thee twine, - 
And birze thy bonny breaſts and Lps to mine. 
Bo | SANG 
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SANG XIII. Tune, Leith-Wynd. 


JENNY, 


Were I aſſur'd you'd conſtant prove, 
You ſhoud no ma compiain 

The eaſy maid beſet with love, 
Few words will quickly gais: 

For I mutt own,, now fince ye're free, 
This too fond heart of mine 

Has lang, a black-ſole true to thee, 
Wiſh'd to be pair'd with thine, 


RoGERr. 


I'm happy now, ab! let my head 
Upon thy breaſt recline ? 

The aaf ſtrikes me near-hand dead, 
Is Jenny then ſac kind? 

O let me birze thee to my heart! 
And round my arms entwine ; 

Delightfu' thought, we ll never part! 
Come preſs thy mouth to mine. 


Jenny. Wi equal joy my eaſy heart gies way, 
To own thy weel-try'd love has won the day. 
Now by the warmeſt kiſſes thou haſt tane, 

Swear thus to love me, when by vows made ane. 

Roger. I ſwear by fifty thouſand yet to come, 
n, Or may the firſt ane ſtrike me deaf and dumb, 

here ſhall not be a kindlier dawted wife, 
If you agree wi' me to lead your life. 


SANG XIV. Tune, O'er Boggie. 


JznNyY. 


d! Weel, I agree, ye're ſure of me: 
Next to my father gae; 
Mak him content to gie conſent, 
He'll hardly ſay you nay : 
For ye hae what he wad be at, 
And will commend you weel, 
, Since parents auld think love grows cauld, 
Where bairns want milk and meal. 
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Let's ſteal frae ither now, and meet the morn : 


Should he deny, I care na by, 3 
He'd contradict in vain: 

Though a' my kin kad ſaid and ſworn, 
But ihce I will ha'e nane. 

= Then never range, nor learn to change, 

Like thoſe in high degree: 

And if you prove Faithfa in love, 
voull fiad nac faut in me. 


\ 


Roger. My faulds contain twice fifteen farrow nout, 
As mony newcal in my byars ront : 
Five pack of woo I can at Lammas ſcll, 
Shorn frae my bob-tail'd bleaters on the fell, 
Gude twenty pair o blankets for our bed, 
Wi' meikle care, my thrifty mither made: 
Itk thing that maks a hartſome houſe and tight, 
Was ſtill her care, my fathers great delight. 
They left me a' ; which now gi es joy to me, 
Becauſe I can gie 2', my dear, to thee : 
And had 1 fifty times as meikle mair, 
Nane but my Jenny ſhou'd the ſamen ſkair, 
My love and a' is yours ; now haud them faſt, 
And guide them-as ye like, to gar them laſt. 
Jenny. I'll do my beſt : -— but ſee wha comes this way, 
Patie and Meg: beſides I maunna ſtay : 


. 


If we be ſeen, we ll dree a deal o ſcorn, 
Rog. To wherotke ſaugh · tree ſhades the mennon-poo), 
Pl frae the hill come down, when day grows Cool : 
Keep tryſt, and meet me there :—there let us meet 
To kiſs, and tell our love :—there's nought ſac ſweet 


S GENE IV. 
| PROLOGU E. 
This ſcene preſents the KNIGHT and SY M, 
Within à gallery of the place, 


Where all looks ruinous and grim, 
Mor has the Baron ſhown bis face: 
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But joking with his ſhepterd leel, 
Aſt ſpeers the gate he kens Ju' veel. 


Sir WILLIAM and SY MON. 


Sir V. O whom belongs this houſe, ſo miichdecay'd? 
Sym. To ane that lot it, lending gen'rous 

To bear the head up, when rebcllivus Tail [ aid 

Againſt the laws of nature did prevail. 

Sir William Worthy is our malter's name, 

Whilk fills us a wi? joy, now He s come hame, 


* Sir William draps his maſking beard: 
Symon, tranſported, fees 
The welcome Knight, with fond regard, 
And graſps him round the knees. 


Symon. My matter! my dear maſter!—do I breathe 
To ice him healthy, ſtrong, and free from ſkaith! 
Return'd to chear his wiſhing tenants fight, 

To bleſs his ſon, my charge, the World's delight!, 

Sir V/. Riſe, faithful Symon ; in my arms enjoy 
A place, thy due, kind guardian of my boy : 

I came to view thy care 1n this ditguiſe, 

And am confirm d thy conduct has been wiſe : 
Since ſtill the ſecret thou'ſt ſecurely lecal'd, 
And ner to him his real birth reveal d. 

Symen. The due obedience to your {tri command 
Was the firſt lock: — neiſt my ain judgement fand 
Out reaſons plenty: fince without cſtate, \ 
A youth, tho iprung from kings, looks baugh and blate. 

Sir V. And aften vain and idly ſpend their time, 
Till grown unfit for action, pait their prime, 

Hang on their friends: which gies their ſauls a caft 
That turus them downright beggars at the laſt. 

Symon. Now weel | wat, vir, yc hac ſpoken true; 
For there s laird Kytie s ſon, that s lood by tew ; 
His father ficight his fortune in his wame, _ 
And left his heir nought but a gentle name: 
He hangs about lornan frae place to place, 

As {crimp of manners as of ſcuſe and grace: 
Oppreliing a“ as puniſhment o their fin, 
That are within his tenth degree o kin; 

: > D 3 ; 


ay, 


Rins 


— —_—_—_ 


# 
=\ 


- * 
— r 
| 


. 
—_— - 
„„ 


. — , — 1% 19> * 
— — — — ks — ne —_— — CO es ti * _- 
— - . 2 — rains 2 tan we OM 
* 


42 THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


- © Sir I. Your tale much pleaſes 


We this, quoth he, on braces I crack wi' kings, 


Rins in ilk trader's debt, wha's ſae unjuſt 
To his ain fam'ly as to gi'e him truſt. | 
Sir H., Such uſcleſs branches of a common- wealth 
Should be opt eff, to give a ſtate more health, 
Unworthy bare reflection —— Symon, run 
O er all your obſervations on my ſon ; 
A parent's fondneſs eafily finds excuſe, 
But do not with indulgence truth abuſc. 
Symon. To ſpeak his praiſe, the lange ſt ſummer- day 
Wad be o'er ſhort - cou d I ther right diſplay. 
In word and deed he can ſo weel behave, 
'Fhat out o fight he runs before the lave; 
And when there's e er a quarrel or conteſt, 
Patrick s made judge, to tell whaſe cauſe is beſt, 


And his decreet ſtands good— he' gar it ftand ; 


Wha dares to grumble finds his correcting hand: 

Wi a firm look, and a commanding way, 

He gars the proudeſt o' our herds obey. 
my good friend 


proceed : | 
What learning has he, can he write and read ? 
Smon. Baith wonder weel: for troth I didna ſpare 
To gi'e him, at the ſchool, enough o' hair ; 
And he delytes in booke-- he reads and ſpeaks 
WY fouks that ken them, Latin words ayd Greeks. 
Sir HW. Where gets he books toread—ando' what kind? 
Though fome give light, ſome blindly lead the blind. 
Sym. Whene er he drives our * to Edinburgh port, 
He buys ſome books of hiſtory, ſang or ſport : 
Nor does he want o' them a routh at will, - 
And carries ay a pouchtfu' to the hill. 
About ane Shakeſpeare and a famous Ben 
He aften ſpeaks, and cas them beſt o' men, 
Bow {weetly Hawthornden and Stirling ſing, 5 
And ane cad Cowley, loyal to his king, | 
He kens fu' weel, and gars their verſes ring. 
I ſometimes thought that he made o'er great fraize, 


About five poems, hiſtories, and plays. 


When 1 reprov'd him anes——- a book he brings, 


Sir 


_ 
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Sir V. He anſwer'd well; and much you glad my ear, 
When ſuch accounts I of my ſhepherd hear; 
Reading ſuch books can raiſe a peaſant's mind 
Above a lord's, that is not thus inclin'd. 

Symon. What ken we better, that ſae ſindle look, 
Except on rainy Sunday s, on a book; 

When we a leaf or twa, ha'f read, ha'f ſpell, 
Till a' the reſt ſleep round as weel's ourſell. 

Sir VM. Well jeſted, Symon—but one queſtion more 
I'll only aſk you now, and then give oer 
The youth's arriv'd at tht age when little loves 
Flighter around young hearts, like coving doves : 
Has nae young laſhe, with inviting mien, 

And roſie check, the wonder of the green, 
Engag'd his look, and caught his youthfu heart ? 

Symon. | fear'd the warlly but kend the ſma eſt part, 

Till late I ſaw him twa three times mair ſweet, 
Wich Glaud's fair mece, then I thought right or mect, 
I had my fears; but now have nought to tear, 
Since like yourſel, your fon will ſoon appear: 
A gentleman enrich*d wi' a' theſe charms, 


—— 


May bleſs the faireſt, beſt born lady's arms. : 


Sir W. This night mult end his unambitious fire, 
When higher views ſhall greater thoughts inſpire, 
Go, Symon, bring him quickly here to me, 

None but yourſelf ſhall our firit meeting fee: 
Yonder's my horſe and ſervants nigh at hand, 
They come juſt at the time 1 gave command: 
Straight in my own apparel I Il go dreſs; 
Now ye the ſecret may to all confeſs. 

Symon. Wi how much joy 1 on this errand flee, 

There's naue can ken that is not downright me. b 

[Exit Symon, 
Sir W. folus. When the event of hope ſucceſsfully 
appears, | - „ 

One happy hour cancels the toil of years; 

A thouſand tvils are loft in Lethe's ftream, 

And cares evaniſh like a morning dream ; 

When wiſh d-for pleaſures riſe like morning light, 


Theſe 
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Theſe joys I feel, that words can il! expreſs, 
I nc'er had known without my late diſtreſs. 
But from his ruſtic buſineſs and love, | 


p_ 


I muſt, in haſte, my Patrick ſoon remove, 
To courts and camps that may his foul improve. 
Like the rough diamond, as it leaves the mine, 
Qualy in little breakings ſhews its light, 
Till artful poliſhing has made it ſhine ; 
Thus education makes the genius bright. 


SANG XV. Tune, Wat ye wha 7 met yeſtreen. 


Now from ruſticity and love, 
Whoſe flames but over lowly burn, 
My gentle ſhepherd muſt be drove, 
| His foul mull take another turn; 
As the rough diamond from the mine, 
4 In breakings only ſhews its light, 
I Till poliſhing has made it ſhine, 
Thus learning makes the genius bright. 
End of the third ACT. 
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ACT IV. Fe R 


__ PROLOGUE. 
The ſcene dejerib'd in former page, 
Bauldy's onſet —enter Mauſe and Madge. 
Madge. UK laird's come hame! and owns young 
| Pate his heir, - 
Mauſe. That's news indeed 
Madge, —— — — As true as ye fland there. 
As they were dancing a' in Symon's yard, 
1 Sir William like a warlock, wi' a beard 
1 Five nives in length, and white as driven ſnaw, 
| Amang us came, cry'd, Haud ye merry a, 
| | We ferly'd meikle at his uncd look, 
| | While frae his poutch he whirled forth a book, 
| As we ſtood round about him on the green 
He view'd us a', but fix d on Pate his een: 
| Then pawkylie pretended he cou'd ſpae, 
Yet for his pains aud {kill wad naething hae. 
| - Ma uſe. 
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Mauſe. Ihen ſure the laſſes, and ilk geping coof, 
Wad rin about him and haud out their look, 


Madge, Ae-faſt as flaes ſkip to the tates o' woos 
Whil flee 'Tod-lawric hauds without his mow, 


When he to drown them and his hips to cool, 
In Summer day ſlides backward in a pool : 
In ſhort, he did for Pate braw things foretel, 
Without the help of conjuring and ſpell ; 
At laſt, when weel diverted, he withdrew, 
. Pu'd aff his beard to Symon : Symon knew 
His welcome maſter 4 ——round his knees he gat, 
Hung at his coat, and ſyne for blytheneſs grat. 
Patrick was ſent for—— happy lad is he! | 
Symon tald Elſna, Elſpa tald it me. 
Ye'll hear Gut a' the ſecret ſtory ſoon, 
And troth its e en right odd when a' is done; 
To think how Symon neer afore wad tell, 
Na, no ſae meikle as to Pate himfel: 
Our Meg, poor thing, alake ! has loft her jo. 
Mauſe. It may be ſae wha kens, and may be no. 
To lift a love that's rooted is great pain; | 
Ev'n kings ha'e tane a queen out o' the plain, 
And what has been before may be again. 
Maage. Sic nonſenſe! love tak root, but tocher good, 
"Tween a herd's bairn, aud ane o' gentle blood! 
Sic faſhions in king Bruce's days might be; 
But ſiccan ferlies now we never fee, + 
Mauſe. Gif Pate forſake her, Bauldy ſhe may gain, 
Yonder he comes, and wow but he looks fain ! 
Nae doubt he thinks that Peggy's now his ain. 
Madge, He get her! ſlavering doof! it fets him weel 
To yoke a pleugh where Patrick thought to teil! 
Gif I were Meg, I'd let young Maſter ſee 
Mauſe, Ye'd be as dorty in your choice as he 
And ſo wad I: but whiſht | here Bauldy comes, 
Enter Baur ſinging. * | | 
Jocky ſaid to Jenny, Jenny wilt thou do't, | 
Ne'er a fit, quoth Jenny, for my tocher good: 4 
For my tocher good, 1 winna marry thee, © | 
E'ens ye like, quoth Jenny, ye may let me be. 
1 | | Madge. 
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Madge, Well liltet Bauldy, that's a dainty ſang, 
Bauldy. Ill gi'e yet a“ tis better than tis lang, 

{Sings again, 
I hag gowd and gear, 1 hae land enough, 
I hae ſeven owſen ganging in a pleugh; 
Ganging in a pleugh, and linkan o'er the lee, 
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be, 


I hae a good ha houſe, a'barn and a byre, 

A peet ſtack fore the door, we'll mak a rantin fire, 
I'll mak a rantin fire, and merry ſhall we be, 

And gin ye winna tak me; 1 can let ye be. 


Jenny ſaid to Jocky, gin ye winna tell, 

Ye ſhall be the lad, I'll be the laſs myſell; 
'Ye're a bonny lad, and I'm a laſſie free; 
Ve re welcomer to tak me than to let me be. 


J trow ſae—laſſes will come too at laſt, 
Though for a while they maun their ſnaw baus caſt, 
Mauſe. Weel, Bauldy, how gaes a' ?— 
 Bauldy, ————— ——— Faith, unco right: 
I hope we'll a» ſleep ſound but ane this night, 
Madge. And wha's the unlucky ane if we may aſk? 
Bauldy. To find out that is nae difficult taſk, 
Poor bonny Peggy, wha maun think nae mair 
On Pate turn d PATRICK, and Sir WILLIAM 'sheir, 
Now, now good Madge, andyhoneſt Mauſe, ſtand be, 
While Meg's in dumps, put in a word for me; 
I'll be as kind as ever Pate cou'd prove, 
Leſs wilfu', and ay conſtant in my love, 

Madge As Neps can witneſs, and the buſhy thorn, 
Where mony a time to her your heart was ſworn: 
Fy Bauldy, bluſh, and vows o' love regard; 
What other laſs will wow a manſworn herd, 
The curſe of heav'n hings ay aboon their heads, 
That's ever guilty of fic ſinfu' deeds, 
I'll ne'er adviſe my niece ſac gray a gate, 
Nor will ſhe be advis'd fu? weel I wate, 
Bauldy. Sae gray a gate! manſworn ! and a' the reſt! 

Ye lee d auld rouds — and in faith had belt 1 
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Eat in your words, or elſe PIl gar you ſtand 
Wi' a het face afore the haly band. 
n, Made. Yell gar me ſtand] ye ſheveling gabbit brock, 
peak that again, and trembling dread my rock, 
And ten ſharp nails; that when my hands are in, 
Can flype the ſkin o' yer cheeks out o'er your chin. 
Bauldy. I tak ye witneſs Mauſe, ye heard her ſay 
That I'm manſworn, — I winna let it gae, 
HMadge. Ye're witneſs too, he cad me boany names, 
© And ſhou'd be ſerv'd as his good breeding claims, 
Ye filthy dog | 
Flies to his hair like a fury, — A ſtout battle, 
| — — Mauſe endeavours to redd them, 
Mauſe, Let gang your grips; fy, Madge! howt, 
Bauldy, l-an;' g 
I wadna with tits toulzie had been ſeen, + 
'Tis ſac daft like— 
Bauldy gets out of Madge's clutches 
avith a bleeding nee, 
Madge, —— *Tis daiter like to thole 
An etter-cap like him to blaw the coal, 
It ſets him weel wi' vile unſcrapit tongue, 
To caſt up whether I be auld or young: 
They're aulder yet than I have married been, 
And ere they died, their bairns? bairns have ſeen, 
| Mauſe. That strue. and Bauldy ye was far to blame, ) 
| To ca' Madge ought but her ain chrifter*d name, 
Bauldy My lugs, my noſe, and noddle finds the ſame. 
Mage. Auld reuds! filthy fallow, I ſhall auld ye, 
Manſe, Howt no—ye'll e'en be friends wi' honeſt 
Bauldy : 3 
Come, come, ſhake hands, this maun nae farder gae; 
Ye maun forgi'e m: I ſee the lad looks wae, 
Bauldy, In troth now, Mauſe, I have at Madge nae 
But ſhe abuſing firſt was a' the wyte Il [ſpit | 
Of whas has happen'd, and ſhou'd therefore crave g 
My pardon firſt, and ſhall acquittance have. | 
Madge, I crave your pardon ! -Gallows- face gae 
Freet, 
And own your fau't to her that ye wad cheat, 


Gae 
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Gae, or be blaſted in your health and gear, 
Till ye learn to perform as well as ſwear, 
Vow and lowp back !—was Cer the like heard tell? 
Switltetak him deil, he's o'er lang out o' hell, 
Baully. [running of.) His-preſence be about us | 
urſt were he, 
That were condemn'd for life to live with thee, 
ä [Exit Bauldy, 
Madge. CLlaugbing.] I think I have towzled his ha- 
rißgalds a wee; 
He'll no ſoon grein to tell his love to me. 
He's but a raſcal that wad mint to ſerve .- 
A laſſie ſae, he does fo ill deſerve. ä 
Mauſe. Ve towin'd him tightly I commend you for't, MO» 


His bleeding ſnout gae me nae little ſport; Sa 
For this forenoon he had the ſcant of grace, Ti 
And breeding baith —to tell me to my face, M 
He hop'd I was a witch, and wadna ſtand, ls 
To lend him in this caſe my helping hand. | | 


Madge. A witch! how had ye patience this to bear, Mb! 
And leave him een to ſee, or lugs to hear ? 

Mauſe, Auld wither'd hands and feeble joints like 
Obliges fowk reſentment to decline, [mine 
Till aft *tis ſeen, when vigour fails, then we 
With cunning can the lake of pith ſupply : 

Thus I put aff revenge till it was dark, 

Syne bade him come, and we ſhou'd gang to wark : 
I'm ſure he'll keep his tryſt ; and 1 came here 

To ſeek your help, that we the fool may fear. 

Madge. And fpecial ſport we'll hae as I proteſt ; 

Yell be the witch, and I ſhall play the ghaiſt; 
A linen ſheet wound round me like ane dead, 
I'll cawk my face, and grane and ſhake my head. 
We'll fleg him ſae, he'll mint nae mair to gang 
A conjuring, to do a laſſie wrang, 2 
Mauſe. Then let us gae; for ſee *tis hard en night, 


Exeunt. 
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PROLOGUE. 


When birds begin to nod upon the bough, 

And the green ſwaird grows damp wi” failing dew, 
While gaod Sir William is to reft retir d, | 
The Gentle Shepherd, tenderly inſpir d, 

Walk; thro? the broom wi) Roger, ever leel, 

T. meet, to comfort Meg, and tak —faremweel. 


Roger. O W! but I'm cadgie, and my heart 
lowps light 

O, Mr. Patrick | ay your thoughts were right; 

Sure gentle fowk are farrer ſeen than we, 

That naething ha'e to brag of pedigree. 

My Jenny now, wha brak my heart this morn, 

Is perfect yielding, - ſweet, —and nae mair ſcorn ; 

I ſpake my mind—e heard —1 ſpake again, 

She ſmil'd— IL kiſs'd —1 woo'd, nor woo'd in vain. 
Patie. I'm glad to hear't—but O! my change thisday, 

Heaves up my joy, and yet I'm ſometimes wae, 

I've found a father gently kind as brave, 

And an eſlate that lifts me *boon the lave. 

WY looks a Kindneſs, words that love confeſt, 

He a' the father to my ſoul expreſt, 

While cloſe he held me to his manly breaſt. p 

Such were the eyes, he ſaid, thus fmil'd the mouth 

Of thy lov'd mother, bleſſing o my youth! 

Who ſet too ſoon !— And while he praiſe beſtow'd, 
down his gracefu' cheeks a torrent flow d. | 

ly new-born joys, and this bis tender tale, 

Did, mingled thus, o'er a“ my thoughts prevail; 

hat ſpeechleſs lang, my fate kend fire 1 view'd, 

Vhile guſhing tears my panting breaſt bedew'd ; 

nuſual tranſports made my head turn round, 

Whilſt I myſelf wi” riſing raptures found, 

he happy ſon af ane ſo much renown d. 

But he has heard !.— too faithful Symon's fear, 
as brought my love for Peggy to his ear: 

| Which 
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Which he forbids ;—ah ! this confounds my peace, 

While thus, to beat, my heart muſt ſooner ceaſe. 
Roger. How to adviſe ye, troth I'm at a ftand ; 

But wer't my caſe, ye'd clear it up aff hand. 
Patie. Duty, and haflin reaſon plead his cauſe, 

But love rebels againſt all bounding laws: 

Fixt in my ſoul my ſhepherdeſs excels, 

And part of my new happineſs repels. 


SANG XVI. Tune, Kirk wad let me be. 


Duty and part of reaſon 
Pleads ſtrong on the parent's fide, 
Which love ſo ſuperior calls treaſon, 
The ſtrongeſt muſt be obey'd ; 
For now, though I'm ane of the gentry, 
My conftancy falſchood repels: 
For change in my heart has no entry, 


Still there my dear Peggy excels. 


Roger. Enjoy them baith. —Sir William will be won; 
Your Peggy's bonny— you're his only ſon, 

Patie. She's mine by vows, and ftronger ties of love, 
And frae theſe bands nae change my mind ſhall move, 
I'll wed nane elfe, through life I will be true, 

But {ill obedience is a parent's due. 

Roger. Is not our maſter and yourſell to ſtay 
Amang us here ?—or are ye gawn away : 

To London court, or ither far aff parts, 
To leave your ain poor vs wi” broken hearts? 

Pat. To E nburgh ſtraight to-morrow we advance,) 
To London niceſt, and afterwards to France; 
Where [| muſt ſtay ſome years, and learn—to dance,) 
And twa three ither monkey tricks: — That done, 
I come hame ſtrutting in my red-heePd ſhoon, 
Then tis defign d, when I can weel behave, 
That I maun be ſome petted thing's dull flave, 
For ſome few bags of caſh, that L wat weel, 

I nae mare need nor carts do a third wheel; 
But. Peggy, dearer to me than my breath, 
Sooner than hear fic news ſhall hear my death. 


Roz 
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Reg. © They wha ha'e juſt enough can ſoundly fleep, 
The o'ercome only faſhes fowk to keep“ 
ood maſter Patrick tak your ain tale hame. p | 
Pat. What was my morning thought, atnight sthe /- 
The poor and rich but differ in the name. [ſame: > 
ontent's the greateſt bliſs we can procure 
rae *boon the lift - without it Kings are poor. 

Roger. But an eſtate like yours yields braw content, 
hen we but pike it ſcavtly on the bent: 
ine claiths, ſaft beds, ſweet houſes, ſparkling wine, 
ich fare, aud witty friends, whene'er ye dine, 
Eubmiſſive ſervants, honour, wealth, and eaſe ; 

Vha's no content wi' thae are ill to pleaſe, 

Patie. Sae Roger thinks, and thinks na far amiſs, 
But mony a cloud hings hov'ring o'er the bliſs; 

Phe paſſions rule the roaſt and if they're four, 

tke the lean ky, they*li ſoon the fat devour : 
The ſpleen, tint honour, and afironted pride, 
tang like the ſharpeſt goads iu gentry's ſide, 
The gouts and gravels, and the ill diſeaſe, | 
Are frequcuteſt wi' fowk o'erlaid wi' eaſe ; 


von; 


love bile o'er the moor the ſhepherd wi“ leſs care, 
ve, * his ſober wiſh, and halefome air. 
ger. L —, mau! I wonder ay, and it delights 


ly heart, whene'er 1 hearken to your flights ; 
ow got yes chis ſenſe, 1 fain wad lear, 
hat I may eater diſappointments bear? 
Patie. Frae books, the wale of books, I gat ſomeſkill, 
hae beſt can teach what's real good and ill; 
e er grudge ilk year to ware {ome tanes of cheeſe, ' 
o gain thoſe filent friends that ever pleaſe 
Reger. Vl do't, and ye ſha'l tell me whilk to buy; 
aith I'fe hae books, though I ſhould {ell my ky; 
put now let's hear how you're defign'd to move, 
petween Sir William's will and Peggy's love. 
Pat. Then here it lies—his will maun be obey d. Y 
y vows I'll keep, and ſhe ſhall be my bride; 
put I ſometime this laſt deſiga maun hide. 9 
kecp you the ſecret cloſe, and leave me here; 
lent for Peggy —— Yonder comes my dear. 

E 2 Roger. 


Loge 
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Roger. Pleas'd that ye truſt me wi' the fecret, I 
To wyle it frae me a' the deils defy. [Zxit. Roger, 
Pat. {| falus. W what a ſtruggle maun 1 now impart 
My father's will to her that hauds my heart; 
I ken the lo'es, and her ſaft ſaul will fink, 
While it ſtands trembling on the hated brink 
Of diſappointment — Heav'n ſupport my fair, 
Aud let her comforts claim your tende care 
Her eyes are red !- | YErter Peggy. 
My Peggy why in tears! 
Smile as ye wont, allow nae room for fears, 
Though I'm nae mair a ſhepherd yet I'm thine, 
Peggy. I dare na think fo high I now repine 
At the unhappy ghance that made na me 
A gentle match, or ſtill a herd kept thee, 
Wha can withoutten pain ſee frac the coaſt 
The ſhip that bears his all like to be loſt ! 
Like to be carried by ſome rover's hand, 
Far frae his wiſhes to ſome diſtant land. 
Patie. Ne'er quarrel Fate, whilit it wi? me remain 
Fo raife thee up, or ſtill attend theſe plains. 
My father has forbid our loves I own: 
But love's ſuperior to a parent's frown. 
I fallehood hate: come kiſs thy cares away; 
.T ken to love as weel as to obey, 
Sir William's gen'rous : leave the taſk to me, 
To mak ſtrick duty and true love agree. 
Peggy. Speak on! ſpeak ever thus, and till my glich 
But ſhort 1 dare not hope the fond relief: 
New thoughts a gentler face will ſoon inſpire, 
That wr nice air ſwims round in filk attire : 
Then 1! poor me! wi' ſighs may ban my fate, 
When the young laird's nae mair my hartſome Pate, 
Nae mair again to hear ſweet tales expreſt, 
By the blyth ſhepherd that excell'd the reſt : 
Nas mair be envy d by the tattling gang, 
When Patie kiſs'd me, when I danc'd or ſang : 
Nae mair alake! we'll on the meadows play! 
And rin haff breathleſs round the rucks of hay, 
As aft times I hq'e fled frae thee right fain, 
And fawn on purpoſe that I might be tane: N. 
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I | Nac mair arouud the foggy know I'll creep, 

cer. To watch and ſtare upon thee while aßcep. 

pan But hear my vow— twill help to gi'e me eaſe, 
May ſudden death, or deadly fair diſeaſe, 
And warſt of ills attend my wretched life, 
If c'er to ane but you I be a wife,” 


- SANG XVII. Tune, Moes my keart that we 
2 SV: | ſhou d ſunder. 


Speak on —ſpeak thus, and ſtill my grief, 
Hold up a heart that's ſinking under 
Theſe fears, that ſoon will want relief, 
When Pate muſt frae his Peggy ſunder, 
A gentler face and filk attire, 
A lady rich in beauty 's bloſſom, 
Alake, poor me! will now conſpire, 


To ſteal thee from thy Peggy's boſom, 


No more the ſhepherd who excell'd 
The reit whoſe wit made them to wonder, 
Shall now his Peggy's praiſes tell: 
Ah! I can die, but never {under, 
Ye meadows, where we aften ſtray'd, 
Ye banks, where we were wont to wander; 
Sweet ſcented rucks round which we play'd, 
You'll loſe your ſweets when we're aſunder. 


12ins 


rich Again, ah ! ſhall I never creep 
Around the know wi' filent duty, 
Kindly to watch thee while aſleep, 
Aud wonder at thy manly beauty! 
Hear, heav'n, while ſolemnly L vow, 
ate, Though thou ſhou'd prove a wand'ring lover, 
Through life to thee 1 ſhall prove true, 
Nor be a wife to any other, 


Patie. Sure heav'n approves—and be aſſur'd of me, 
I'll ne'er gang back e' what I've ſworn to thee; 

Aud time, though time maun interpoſe à while, 

and I maun leave my Peggy and this iſle, | 
E 3 | Yet 


— 
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Vet time, nor diftance, nor the faireſt face, 
If there's a fairer, e er ſhall fill thy place. 
I d hide my riſing fortune, ſhould it move 
The fair foundation of our faithfu' love. 
If at my feet were crowns and ſceptres laid, 
To bribe my ſoul frac thee, delightfu' maid ! 
For thee I'd ſoon leave theſe inferior things, 
To fic as have the patience to be kings. 
Wherefore that tear ? believe and calm thy mind, 
Peggy. I greet for joy, to hear thy words ſae kind, 
When hopes were ſunk, and nought but mirk deſpair, 
Made me think Mfe was little worth my care ; 
My heart was like to burſt ; but now I fee 
— "Thy ger tous thoughts will ſave, thy love for me: 
Wi' patience then, III wait each wheeling year, 
Hope time awey, till thou wi” joy appear; 
Aud a' the while I'll ftudy gentler charms, 
To mak me fitter for my travller's arme: 
J/il gain on uncle Gland—he s far trac fool, 
And will not grudge to put me th 295 ilk ſchool, 
Where I may manners learn. — 


SANG XVUL, Tune, Tweed. ſids. 


When hope was quite ſunk in deſpair, 
- My heart it was going to break, 
'My life appear'd worthleſs my care, 
„ But now I will fav't for thy ſake, 
Where'er my love travels by day, 
| Wherever he lodges by night, 
Wi' me his dear image will ſtay; 
And my ſoul keep him ever in fight, , 


Wi' patience I'll wait the lang year, 
4 {tudy the gentlelt charms 
Hope time away till thou appears; 
To lock'thee for ay in thoſe arms. 
Whilſt thou wert a ſhepherd, I priz'd + 
No higher degree in this life; 
But now I'll endeavour to riſe 


To a height that's becoming thy wife. 1 
Er 


eind, 
bair, 
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For beauty that's only ſkin deep, - 
Muſt fade like the gowans iu May, 
But inwardly rooted, will keep 
For ever without a decay. 
Nor age, nor the changes of life, 
Can quench the fair fire of love, 
If virtue 8 ingrain'd in the wife, 


And the huſband ha'e ſenſe to approve, 


Patie. —— That's wiſely ſaid, 
And what he wares that way ſhall be wecl paid. 
Though without a' the little helps of art, 

Thy native ſweets might gain a Prince's heart, 
Yet now, left in our Ration, we offend, 

We mnſt learn modes to innocence unkend, 
Affect aft-times to like the thing we hate, 
And drap ſerenity, to keep up late; 


Laugh when we're ſad, ſpeak when we've nought to 


ſay, 
And for the faſhion, when we're blyth ſeem wae: 
Pay compliments to them we aft have ſcorn'd, 
Then ſcandalize them when their backs are turn'd. 
Pegey. If this is gentry, I had rather be 
What. I am ſtill— but il be ought wi' thee, 
Patie. No, no, my Peggy,. I but only jeſt 
Wi' gentry's apes; for ſtill amang the belt 
Good manners give integrity a bleeze, 
When native virtues join the art to pleaſe. 
Peggy. Since wi? nae hazard, and fae ſma* expence, 
My lad frae books can gather ficcan fenſe, 
Then why, ah! why ſhou'd the tempeſtuous fea 
Endanger thy dear life, and frighten me ! ! 
vir William's cruel that wad force his ſon, 
For watna whats, ſae great a riſk to tun. 
Fatie. There is nae doubt but trawling does im- 
prove; | 
Yet I wou'd ſhun it for thy ſake, my love; 
But ſoon as I've ſhook aff my laudwart caſt 
In foreign cities, bame to thee I'll haſte. 
watt Peggy. 


* 
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Peggy. WY ev'ry ſetting day and rifing morn, 
I'll kneel to heav'n, and aſk thy ſafe return, 
Under that tree, and on the duckler-brae, / 
Where aft we wont, when bairns, to rin and play: 
And to the Hazle-ſhaw, where firſt ye vow'd 
Ye wad be mine, and I as aichly trow'd, 
I'll aften gang, and tell the trees and flow'rs, 
Wi' joy that they'll bear witneſs I am yours. 


SANG XIX. Tune, Bu/h aboon Traguair. 


At ſetting day and riſiug morn, 

Wy foul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 

Pl aſk of heav'n thy ſafe return, 
Wi' a' that can improve thee, 

VII vifit aft the birken buſh, \ 
Where firſt thou kindly tald me 

Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 

Whilſt round thou didit infald me. 


To a' our haunts I will repair, 
By Greenwood,” ſhaw or fountain ; 
Or where the ſummer.day I'd ſhare 
WY thee upon yon mountain. 
There will 1 tell the trees aud flow'rs, 
From thoughts unfeign'd and tender : 
By vows ye're mine, my love is yours, 
A heart which cannot wander, 


Patie. My dear allow me frae thy temples fair, 
A ſhining ringlet of thy flowing hair, | 
Which, as a ſample of each lovely charm, 

Pl aften kiſs and wear about my arm. 

Peggy. Werc't in my power wi' better boons to pleaſe, 
Vd oe the belt 1 could wi wi” the ſame eaſe ; N 
Nor wad I, if thy luck had fall'n to me, 

Been in ae jot leſs generous to thee. 

Patie. 1 doubt it not; but fince we” ve little time, 

To ware't on words, wad border on a crime, 
Love's ſafter meaning better is expreſt, 
When 'tis with kiffes on the heart impreſt. [| Zxeunt. 


End of the Fourth ACT. - 
ACT 
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See Hau poor Bauldy ftares like ane po ſſeſt, 

And roars up Symen frae his kindly reft : 

Bare legg d, wi” night-cap, and unbutton'd coat, 
See the auld man comes foreward to the ſot. 


Hm. HAT want ye Bauldy, at this early hour, 
While drowſy fleep keeps a' beucath its 
Far to the north the ſcant approaching light. (pow'r, 
Stands equal *rwixt the morning and the night. 
What gars ye ſhake, and glowre, and look ſae wan! 
Your teeth they chatter, hair like briſtles fland. | 
Bauldy. O len me ſoon ſome water, milk, or ale, 
My head's grown giddy—legs wi' ſhaking fail; 
Ill nc'er dare venture forth at night my lane: 
Alake ! Vil never be myſell again. 
I'll nc'er o'erput it! Symon |. Symon! O! 
WE [Symon gives him a drink. 
Sym. What ails thee, gowk ? to mak ſac loud ado. 
You've wak?'d Sir William, he has left his bed; 
He comes, I fear, ill-pleas'd; I hear his tread, 
Enter Sir WiLLiam. 

Sir Will. How goes the night? Does day-light yet 
Symon, you're very timeouſly aſtecr. (appear? 
Sym. I'm ſorry, Sir, that we've diſturb'd your reſt, 

But ſome ſtrange thing has Bavldy's ſp'rit oppreſt, 

He's ſeen ſome witch, or wreſtled wi' a ghaiſt. 
Bauldy, O! ay—dear Sir, in troth, tis very true, 

And I am come to mak my ?plaint to you. 

_ Sir W. (ſmiling. I lang to Hear't. i 
Bauldy, Ah! Sir, the witch ca'd Mauſe, 

That wins aboon the mill amang the haws, = 

Firſt promis'd that. ſhe'd help me wi” her art, 

To gain a bonny thrawart laſſie's heart: 

As ſhe had tryſted, 1 met we'er this night, 

But may nae friend o' mine get ſic a fright ! 


For 
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For the curs'd hag, inſtead o' doing ine good, 
(The very theught on't's like to freeze my blood!) 
Rais'd up a ghaiſt, or deil, 1 kenna whilk, - 
Like a dead corpſe in ſheet as white as milk, 
Black hands it had, and face as wan as death, 
Upon me faſt the witch and it ſel} baith, 

And gat me down, while I like a great fool, 
Was labour'd as I wont to be at ſcheol. 

My heart out o' its hool was like to loup, 

I pithleſs grew wi? fear, and had nae hope, 

Till wi” an elrieh laugh they vaniſh'd quite; 

Syne I haff dead wi? anger, fear and ſpite, 

Crap up, and fled ſtraight frae them, Sir, to you, 

Hoping you'll help to gie the deil his due. 
I'm ſme my heart will ne'er gi'e o'er to dunt, 
Till in a fat tar barrel Mauſe be burnt. ;4 | 
Sir W. We'll, Bauldy, whate'er's juſt ſhall granted be; 
Let Mauſe be brought this morning down to me. 
Bauldy. Thanks to your honour, ſoon ſhall I obey; 
But firſt 11] Roger raiſe, and twa three mae, 
To catch her fatt ere ſhe get leave to ſqueel, 
And caſt her cantraips, that bring up the deil, 
| | [Exit Bauldy. 
Sir V. Troth Symon, Bauldy's more afraid than 
hurt, 
The witch and ghaiſt have made themſelves good ſport. 
What ſilly notions croud the clouded mind, J 
That is through want of education blind! | 
Sym. But does your honour think there's nac ſie thing, 
As witches raifing deils up through a ring, 
Syne playing tricks, a thouſand 1 could tell, 
Cou'd never be eontriv'd on this fide hell. 
Sir W. Such as the devil's dancing in a moor, 

Amongſt a few old women craz'd and poor 
Who are rejoic*d to ſee him friſk and lowp, 

O'er brats and, bogs wi? candles in his dowp, 
Appearing ſometimes like a black horn'd cow, 
Aft - times like Bawty, Badrans, or a Sow ; 
Then with his train through airy paths to glide, 


While they on cats, 'or clowns, or broomitaves * 
* | : 
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Or in an egg-ſhell ſkim out o'er the main, 
To drink their leader's health in France or Spain; 
Then aft by night, bumbaze hare-hearted fools, 
By tumbling down their cup- boards, chairs, and tools, 
Whate'er's in ſpells, or if there witches be, 
Such whimſies ſeem the moſt abfurd to me. 

Sym. Tis true enough, we ne'er heard that a witch 
Had either meikle ſenſe, or yet was rich; 
But Mauſe, though poor, is a ſagacious wife, 
And lives a quiet and very honeſt life, 
That gars me think this hobbleſhow that's paſt, 
Will end in naething but a joke at laſt, | 

Sir W. I'm ſure it will; but ſee increafing light 
Commands the imps of darkneſs down to night; 
Bid raiſe my ſervants, and my horſe prepare, 
Whilſt I walk out to take the morning air. 


i SANG XX. Tune, Bonm grey ey'd morn, 


The bonny grey-ey'd morning begins to peep, 
And darkneſs flies before the riſing ray, 
The hearty hind farts from his lazy fleep, 
To follow healthfu' labours of the day, 
Without a guilty ſting to wrinkle his brow, 
The lark and the linnet *tend his levee, 
And he joins their concert, driving the plow, 
From toil of grimace and pageantry free, 


l While fluſter'd with wine, or madden d with loſs, 
Of half an eſtate, the prey of a main, 
The drunkard vnd gameſter tumble and toſs, 
Wishing for calmneſs and ſlumber in vain, 
Be my portion, health and quietneſs of mind, 
Plac'd at due diſtance from parties and ſtate, 
Where neither ambition nor avarice blind. 
Reach him who bas happineſs link'd to his fate. 
, . | | [Exeunt. 
ir 
PRO LO GU E. 
While Peggy laces up her boſom fair, 
Wi a blue ſnood Jenny binds up her hair ; 


Glaud , | 


ou 


— 
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Glaud by his morning ingle taks a beek, 
The riſing ſun ſhines motty through the reek ; 
A pipe his month, the laſſes ple at his een, 
And now and then his jokes maun inter veen. 
Glaud. I Willi my bairns, it may keep fair till night, 
Ye dinna uſe fac ſoon to fee the light: 
Nae doubt, now, ye inteud to mix the thrang, 
To tak your leave, of Patrick or he gang ; 
But do ye think that now when he's a laird, 
That he poor landwart laſſcs will regard? 

Jenny. The? he's young: matter now, Im very ſure, 
He has mair ſenſe than flight auld friends tho? poor; 
But yefterday he ga'e us mony a tug, 

And kiſs'd my confin there frac lug to lug. 

Glaud. Ay, ay, nae doubt o't, and he'll do't again: 

But, be advis d, his company refrain; 

Before, he, as a ſhepherd, {ought a wife, 

Wi' her to live a chafte and frugal life; _ 
But now grown gentle, ſoon he will forſake 
Sic godly thoughts, and brag of being a rake. 

Peggy. A rake! what's that ?—ſure if it means ought 
He'll never be't, elſe J ha'e tint my (kill. (ill 1 

Claud. Daft laſſie, ye ken nought of the affair, 
Ane young and good, and gentle's unco rare; 
A rake's'a graceleſs ſpark, that thinks nae ſhame 
To do what like of us thinks fin to name, | 
Sie are ſae void. of ſhame they'll never ftap 
To brag how aften they ha'e had the clap ; * 
They'll tempt young things like. you, with youdith 
dyue mak ye a' their jeſt when ye're debauch'd, (fluſh d, 
Be wary then I ſay, and never gie 
Encouragement, or bourd wi” fic as he. 

Peggy. Sir William's virtuous, and o' gentle blood; 


And-may not Patrick/too like him be good? | 
Glaud. That's true, and mony gentry mae than he, . 
As they are wiſer, better are thay we; f 


But thinner ſawn ; they re ſae puft up wi' pride, 
There's mony o' them mocks ils haly guide, 

That ſhaws the gate to heav'n:—1I ve heard myſell, 
Some of them laugh at — in, and hell. by 


Jenny. 
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Jenny. Watch o'er us, father! heh! that's very odd, 
Sure he that doubts a doomſday, doubts a God. | 
Glaud. Doubt ! why they neither doubt, nor judge, 
nor think, 
Nor hope, nor fear; but curſe, debauch and drink; 
But I'm no ſaying this, as if I thought 
hat Patrick to fic gates will e' er be brought. 
Peggy. The Lord forbid! na, he kens better things: 
But here comes aunt, her face ſome ferly brings. 
: Enter Ma DSE. 
Mad, Haſte, haſte ye, we're a' ſent for o'er the gate, 
o hear and help to redd ſome odd debate | 
Tween Mauſe and Bauldy, *bout ſome witchcraft ſpell 
At Symon's houſe, the Knight fits judge himſell. 
Claud. Lend me my ſtaff —— Madge lock the outer 
door, 3 ; | 
And bring the laſſes wi? ye; I'll ep before. Ex. Glaud. 
Madge, Poor Meg !— Look Jenny, was the like e'er 
ſeen? | „ . 
How bleer'd and red with greeting, look her een! 
This day her brankan wooer taks his horſe, 
o frut a gentle ſpark at E*nburgh corſs; 
o change his kent, cut frae the branchy plain, 
For a nice ſword, and glancing headed cane; 
o leave his-ram-horn ſpoons and kitted Whey, 
For gentler tea that ſmells like new won hay; 
p leave the green- ſwaird dance, when we gae milk, 
o ruffle amang the beauties clad in filk, 
But Meg, poor Meg! maun wi' the ſhepherds lay, 
And tak what God will ſend in hodden gray. 
Peg. Dear aunt, what need ye faſh us wi” your ſcorn, 
That's no*my faut that l'm nae gentler born, 
if I the daughter of ſome laird had been, 
ne' er had notic'd Patie on the green; 
ow fince he riſes, why ſhou'd I repine?. 
f he's made for another, he'll ne er be mine: 
And then the like has been, if the decree 
ehgns him mine, I yet his wife may be. 1 
| Madge: A bonay ftory trowth !—— But ve delay; 


1, 


it 
Wi 


. 


tin up your aprons baith, and come away. . [ Exeurt, 


SCENE... - 
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S -Q-+E:N E III. Y 


PROLOGUE, 


Sir William fills the twa-arm'd chair, 
While Symon, Roger, Glaud and Mauſe 
Attend, and aui loud laughter hear 


Dat Baulily bluntly plead his cauſe : 
For non "tis tell'd him that the tauze © 
Was handled by revengfu' Madge, 0 
Becauſe he brak good breeding*s laws, 
And wi his nonſenſe rais d their rage. TI 


Sir W. A NDwasthatall?—Well, Bauldy, ye wasſervi* 
No otherwiſe than what ye well deſer vd 
Was it ſo ſmall a matter to defame, 
And thus abufe an honeſt woman's name ? 
| Beſides your going about to have betray'd, 
By perjury, an innocent young maid. 

Bauldy, Sir, I confefs my faut through a' the ſtep 
| An neter again ſhall be untrue to Neps. 
1 Mauſe. This far, Sir, he oblig d me on the ſcore, 
46 1 kend va that they thought me fic before. 

Bauldy. An't like your Honour, I belier'd it wed 

But trouth I was e*ea doilt to ſeek the deil ; 
Yet, wi? your Honour's leave, though ſhe's nae witc| 
She's baith a flee and a revengfu' —— 
And that my ſome place finds; but I had beſt 
Haud in my tongue; for yonder comes the gltzift, 
And the young bonny witch, whaſe roſie cheek, 
Seut me, without my wit, the deil to ſeek. 

Enter Marcos, PSG, and Jenn. 

Sir M. (locking at Peggy.] Whoſe daughter's | 

that wears the Aurora gown, 
With face ſo fair, and locks a lovely brown? 
____ How ſparkling are her eyes! what's this, I find, 
The girl brings all my ſiſter to my mind! 
Such were the features once adorn'd a. face, 
Which death too ſoon depriv'd of ſweeteſt grace, 
Is this your daughter, Glaud ? m———— _ Fe 
4 
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Glaud. Sir, ſhe's my neiceom—=— 
And yet ſhe's not but I ſhould haud my peace, 

Sir V. This is a contradiction ; what do ye mean? 


dhe is, and is not! pray thee Gland explain, 
Glaud. Becauſe I doubt, if 1 ſhou'd mak on, 


What I have kept a ſecret thirteen year 

Mauſe. You may reveal what 1 can fully clear, 

Sir V. Speak ſoon; I'm all impatience! 

Patie. | —— —80 am 1! 

or much I hope, and hardly yet know why. 

Glaud. Then, fince my maſter orders, I obey. 

This bonny fundling ae ciear morn of May, 

loſe by the lee - ſide of my door 1 found, 

All ſweet and clean, and carefully hapt round, 

u infant-weeds, of rich and gentle make. 

That cou'd they be, thought I, did thee forſake? 

Tha warſe than brutes, cou'd leave expos d to air 

dae much o' innocence, ſae ſweetly fair, 

dac helpleſs young ? for ſhe appear d to me, 

Only about twa towmonds auld to be. | 

took her in my arms, the bairnie ſmil'd 

(i fic a look, wad made a ſavage mild, 

hid the ſtory, ſhe has paſs d ſince ſyne 

\s a poor orphan; and a niece of mine 

Nor do I rue my care about the wean, 

For ſhe's weel worth the pains that I ha'e tane, 

e ſee ſhe's bonuy; I can ſwear ſhe's good, 

And am right ſure ſhe's come o' gentle blood; 

Of whom I kenna—nacthing ken I mair, 

aan what I to your Honour now declare. 

Sir V. This tale ſeems firange !—— 

Pati. ———— The tale delights my ear! 

Sir W. Command your joys, young man, till truth 
appear. 0 gb.) 0 

Mauſe. That be my taſk— Now, Sir, bid a' be huſh, 

Peggy may ſmile Thou haſt nae cauſe to bluſh, 
Lang ha'e I wiſh'd to fee this happy day, 
That 1 might ſafely to the truth gi e way; 

That I may now Sir William Worthy names 


The beſt and neareſt friend that ſhe can claim. 
F 2 He 


erw. 
Vd. 


I know thy faithfulneſs, and need no more; (fore 
Vet from the lab'rinth to lead out my mind, 


— 


64 THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


He ſaw't at firſt, and wi' quick eye did trace 
His ſiſter's beauty i in her daughter's face. 
S. V. Old woman, do not rave prove what you fay 
Tis dangerous in affairs like this to play. 
Patie. What reaſon, Sir, can an old woman have 
To, tell a lie, when ſhe's fac near her grave ? 
But how, or why, it ſhould be truth, I grant, 
I every thing that looks like reaſon want. 
OUmnes. The ſtory's odd! we with to hear it out. 
Sir W. Make haite, good woman, and n each 
doubt, 
[ Mauſe goes forward leading Peggy 10 Sir William, ) 
Mauſe, Sir, view me weel, has fifteen years ſo plow 
A wrinkled face that you ha'e aften view'd, 
That here I as an unknown ftranger ſtand 
Who nurs'd her ggother that now holds my hand! 
Yet ſtronger proofs Pll give if you demand. 
Sir M. Ha! honeſt nurſe, where were ny eyes be- 


Pa Lc Had 
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Say, to expoſe her, who was do unkind ? 
[Sir William embraces Peggy, and makes her fit by hin. 
S. W. Ves ſurely, thou'rt my mece, truth muſt prom 


4 4 aaa 


Patie, Good nurſe gae on, nae muſic's ha'f ſae fin 
Or can gre pleaſure like theſe words of thine, 
Mauſe. Then it was I that ſav'd her infant-life, 


But no more words, till Mauſe relate her tale. | 
| 


Her death being threat'ned by an uncle's wife. 
The ſtory's gs but 4 the ſecret knew, 


How they p 


d, wi? avaricious view, 


Her rich eſtate, of 'which they're-now poſleſt 3 


All this to me a con&dent confeſt : 
I heard wi: horror, and wi” trembling dred, -- 


They'd ſmoor the ſakeleſs orphan in her bed! 


That very night when all were ſunk in reſt, _ | 
At midnight-hour the floor I ſaftly preſt, 
And ftaw the fleeping innocent away, 

With whom I travell'd ſome few miles ere day, 
All day 1 hid me; — when the day was done, 
I kept my journey, lighted by the moon, 


Til 
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Till eaſtward fifty miles I reach'd theſe plains, 
Where needfu' plenty glads your chearfu' ſwains, 
Afraid of being found out, I to ſecure 
My —_ een laid her at this ſhepherd's door; 
ave W And took a neighbouring cottage here, that I, 
Whate'er might happen to her, might be by. 
Here honeft Glaud himſell, and Symon may 
Remember weel how [, that very day, 
t. Frae Roger's father took my little crove. 
cact Glaud. [With tears of joy bapping down bis beard. }] 
I weel remember t: Lord reward your love! 
1. Lang ha'e I wiſh'd for this; for aft I thought, 
owe Sic knowledge ſome time ſhou'd about be brought. 
Patie. Tis now a crime to doubt, my joys are full 
Wi' due obedience to my parent's will, 
Sir, wi' paternal love, ſurvey her charms, 
And blame me not for ruſhing to her arms; 
be · She's mine by vows, and would, though till unknown, 
ore Have been my wife when 1 my vows durſt own. 
Sir V. My niecel my daughter! welcome te my care, 
Sweet image of thy mother, good and fair: 
im, Equal with Patrick: now my greateſt aim 
vail: Shall be to aid your joys, and well match d flame, 
My boy, receive her from your father's hand, 
fine With as good will as either would demand. 
[Patie and Peggy embrace, and kneel to Sir William.) 
Patie,” Wi' as much joy this blefling I receive, 
As ane wad life, that's finking in a wave. © 
air V. (raiſes them.) I give you both my bleſſing ; 
may your love Sing a 
Produce a happy race, and ſtill improve. 
Feggy. My wiſhes are complete, —my joys ariſe, 
White I'm ha f dizzy with the bleſt ſurprize 
And am I then a match for my ain lad, 
That for me ſo much generous kindneſs had ? 
| Lang may Sir William bleſs. theſe happy plains, 
Happy while heaven grant he on them remains. 
Patiz. Be lang our guardian, {fill our maſter be, 
We'll ouly crave what you ſhall pteaſe to gie; 
Th' eſtate be youts, my Peggy's anc to me. 
| , F 


* 
v. 


Claud. 
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This day EIL wi' the youngeſt of ye rant, 
And brag for ay that I w 
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Glaud. L hope your Honour now will tak amends 
Of them. that ſought her life for, wicked ends. 
Sir W. The baſe unnat ral villain ſoon ſhall know 


That eyes above watch the affairs below: 


I' trip him ſoon of all te her pertains, 
And mak him re- imburſe hie ill got gains. | 
Feggy, To me the views of wealth, and an eſtate 


_ Secm light, when put in balance wi' my Pate; 


For his ſake only, Pll ay thankfu'.bow 
For ſuch a kiudeſs, beſt of men, to you. 
Symon. What double blythneſs wakens up this day! 
I hope now, Sir, you'll no ſoon haſte away. 
Shall I unſaddle your horſe, and gar prepare 
A dinner for ye of hale country fare ? 
See how much joy unwrinkles every brow, 
Our looks hing on the twa, and doat on you; 
Even Bauldy the bewitch'd, has quite forgot 
Fell Madge's tauze, and pawky Mauſe 's plot. 
Sir V. Kindly old man, remain with you this day! 


I never from theſe fields again will tray 


Maſons and wrights ſhall ſoon my houſe repair, 

And buſy gard*ners ſhall new planting rear : 

My father's hearty table you ſoon ſhall ſee 

Reſtor'd, and my beft friends rejoice with me. 
Sym. That's the beſt news I heard this twenty year; 

New day breaks up, rough times begin to clear. 
Gland. GOD ſave the King, and ſave Sir William 


I' enjoy their ain, and raiſe the ſnepherd's ſang. (lang, 


. Roger. Wha wadna dance? wha, will refuſe to fing : 
What ſhepherd's whiſtle winna lilt the ſpring ? 
Bauldy. I'm friends wi? Mauſe— wi? very Madge Im 


© Altho' they ſkelpet me when woodly flied: ('greed, 
Im now fu? blyth, and frankly can forgive, 


To join and ſing, Lang may Sir William live.” 
Mad, Lang may he live: — and Bauldy learn to fteck 

Your gab a wee, and think before ye ſpeak ; 

And never ea her auld that wants a man, 

Elſe ye may yet ſome witches” fingers ban, 


as ca d the aunt 
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ds of our young Lady. my dear bonny bairn! 
Peggy. No other name I'll ever for you learn 
An' my good nurſe, how gratefu' ſhall I be 
For a thy matchleſs kindneſs done for me. 
Mauſe. The flowing pleaſures of this happy day 
Does fully all I can require repay. 
e S. . To faithful Symon, and kind Glaud, to you,) 
And to your heirs, I give in endleſs feu, 5 
The mailens ye poſſeſs, as juſtly due, 
For acting kindly fathers to the pair, 
Who have enough beſides, and theſe can ſpare, 
Manſe in my houſe, in calmneſs, cloſe your days, 
With nought to do, but fing your Maker's praiſe. 
Ones. The Lorp of Heaven return your Honour's - 
love, | 
Confirm your joys, and a' your bleſſinge roove. 
Patie, | pre/enting Roger to Sir Wiliiam.)} 
Sir, Here's wy truſty friend, that always ſhar d 
y! I My boſom ſecrets, cer I was a laird ; : 
Glaud's daughter Janet (Jenny think nae ſhame) 
Rais'd and maintain'd in him a lover's flame: 
Lang was he dumb, at laſt he ſpake and won, 
And hopes to be our honeſt uncle's fon ; 
Be pleas d to ſpeak to Glaud for his conſent, 
r; That nane may wear a face of diſcontent. 
Sir W. My ſon's demand is fair—Glaud let me crave 
im That truſty Roger may your daughter have 
g, With frank conſent; and while he does remain 
Upon theſe fields, I make him chamberlain. 
| Glaud. You crowd your bounties, Sir, what can we, 
But that we're dyvours that can ne'er repay! (ſay, 
Whate'er your Honour wills, 1 ſhall obey. | 
| Roger, my daughter, with my bleſſing take,  - 
And ſtill your maſter's right your buſineſs make, 
Pleaſe him, be faithfu*, and this auld gray head 
Shall nod with quictneſs down amang the dead. 
Roger. I ne'er was good at ſpeaking a' my days, 
Nor ever loo'd to mak o'er great a fraiſe; 
But for my maſter, father and my wife, 
I will employ the cares of a' my life, 


' 
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Sir V. My Friends, I'm fatisfy*d you'll all behave, 
Each in his tation, as I'd wiſh and crave. 
Be ever virtuous, ſoon or late yell find 
Reward and ſatisfaction to your mind. 
The maze of life ſometimes looks dark and wild; ] 
And oft when hopes are higheſt, we're beguil'd. 
Oft when we ftand on brink of dark deſpair, 
Some happy turn with joy diſpels our care. 
Now all's at rights, who fings beſt let us hear, 
Peggy. When you demand, I readieſt ſhould obey; 
Pl fing you ane, the neweſt that I ha'e. 1 


SANG XXI. Tune, Corn-Riggs are bonny - 


My Partic is a lover gay, 
His mind is never muddy; | | 
His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
His face is fair and rudy: 
His ſhape is handſome, middle ſize, 
He's comely in his wa king, 
The ſhining of his een ſurprize, 
»Tis heav'n to hear him ta'king, 
Laſt night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn were growing, 
There mony a kindly word he ſpoke 
That ſet my heart a glowing. 
He kiſe' d and vow'd he wad be mine, 
Aud loo'd me beſt of ony, 
That gars me like to ſing ſinſyne, 
O corn riggs are bonny. 


Let laſſes of a filly mind | 
Refuſe what maiſt they*re wanting, 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting. | 
Then I II comply and marry PATE, 
And ſyne my cockernonny; 
He's free to touzle, air or late, 
- Where corn riggs are bonny. 
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EETWEEN 


Lieutenant WILLIAM HAMILTON, and 
ALLAN RAMSAY. 


ey; Gilbertfield, June 26, 1719. 
Fam'd and celebrated ALLax ! 
Renowned Ramsar, canty callan, 2 
There's nouther highlan man nor lawlan, | ” 


In poetrie 
But may as ſoon ding down Tamtallan 
As match with thee, 
For ten times ten and that's a hunder, 
I ha'e been made to gaze and wonder, 
When frac Parnaſſus thou didſt thunder, 
| Wi' wit and ſkill, 
man. Ill ſoberly knock under, 
%, And quat my quill, 
Of poetry the hail quinteſſence | 
Thou haſt ſuckt up, left nae excrefſence 
To petty Poets or fic meſſens, 
Though B thy tool, | 
They may pick crumbs, and lear ſome leſſons 
At Ransar's ſchool. 
Though Ben and Dryden cf renown , 
Were yet alive at London town, 
Like kings contending for a crown, | \ 
”Twad be a ningle,! 
Whilk 0 ye three wad gar words found 
| And belt to gingle. 
Traniform' d may I de to a rat, 5 
Wer't in my pow. 'r but I'd create 
Thee oe fig t the layreat W278 
| Ot this our age, 
Since thou may ſt _ My to that 


+ As thy juſt vage. 
287 J Let 
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Let modern Poets bear the blame ( 
Gin they reſpect not Ramsav's name, 
Wha ſoon can gar them greet for ſhame, 1 
X To their great loſs, 
And ſend them a' right ſneaking hame 
By weeping croſs. 1 


Wha bourds with thee had need be wary, 
And lear wi” ſkill thy thruſt to parry, 
When thou confults thy diRionary, 1 
Of ancient words, 
Which come frae thy poctic quarry, 
s ſharp as ſwords, 
Now though 1 ſhould baith * aud rottle, 
And be as light as Axiſtotle, 
At Ed' oburg we ſall ha'e a bottle 
Of reeming claret, 
Gin that my ba'f-pay filler ſhottle | 
Can ſafely ſpare it. 
At crambo then we'll rack our brain, 
Drown ilk dull care and aiking pain, 
Whilk aften does our ſpirits drain 
Of true content; 
Wow, wow | but we 's be wonder fain, | 
When thus acquaint. 
Wi wine we'll gargariſe our craig, 
- Then enter in a laſting league, 
Free of ill aſpect or intrigue, 
And, gin you pleaſe it, 
Like princes, when met at the Hague; 
| We'll folemnize it. 
Accept of this; and look upon it 
With favour, 'though poor I have done it ; 
Sae 1 conclude and end my ſonnet, 
Who am moſt fully, 
While | I | do wear a hat or bonnet, 
' Yours—wanton Willy. 


POSTSCRIPT. 


B' this poſtſeript I incline - 
To let you 4. my hail deſign, 
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Of fic a lang imperfe& line, 
Lies in this ſentence, 
To cultivate my dull engine 
By your acquaintance, 
Your anſwer therefore J expect, 
And to your friend you may direct 
At Gilbertfield do not neglect, 
When ye have leiſure, 
Which I'll embrace with great reſpect 
i And perfect pleaſure. 


\ 


ANSWER I. 


Edinburgh, July to, 1719. 
ONCE fa' me, witty wanton Willy 
Gin blyth I was nae as a filly: 
Not a fou pint nor ſhort hought gilly, 
Or wine that's better, 
Cou'd pleaſe ſac meikle, my dear Billy, 
| As thy kind letter. 
Before a Lord and eke a Knight, 
In goſſy Don's by candle light, 
There firſt I faw't and ca'd it tight 
And the maiſt feck 
That's ſeen't finceſyne, they ca't as tight 
4 As that on Heck. 

Ha, heh! thought I, I canna ſay, 
But I may cock my noſe the day, 
When HamitToOn, the bauld and gay, 

| Lends me a heezy 
In verſe that ſlides ſae ſmooth away, «+ 
Weel tell'd and eaſy. 
Sac roos'd by ane of weel kend mettle, 
Nae ſma' did my ambition pettle ; 
My canker'd critics it will nettle, 
ö ö And een ſae be't, 
This month I'm ſure I winna ſettle, 
/ | Sae proud I'm wi't. 
When I begoud firſt to cun verſe, 
And cou'd your Airdry whins rehearſe, 
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Where bonny Hee ran firſt and fierce, 
It warm'd my brealt 3 

Then emulation did me pierce ; 
Whilk ſince 1 near ceaſt. 

May I be licket wi' a bettle, | \ 
Gin of your numbers I think little; 0 
Ye're never rugget, ſham, nor kittle, 

But blyth and gabby, 
And hit the ſpirit to a tittle 
Of ſtandard Habby. 

Vell quat your quill! that were ill willy, H 
Ye's ſing ſome mair yet, nill ye will ye, . |, T 
on er meikſẽ haining wad but ſpill ye, 

And gar ye ſour, F 
Then up and war them a' yet Willy; 
Tiis in your pow: r. 

To knit up dollars in a clout, » | T 
And then to card them round about, 0 
Syne to tell them'up they downa lout | 

To lift the gear, W 31 
| The maliſon lights on that rout, - 

Is plain and clear. 
| The chiels of London, Cam. and Ox. T 
Habe raig'd up great poetic ſtocks | If 
Of Rapes, of Buckets, Sarks and Locks, 

W ile we negle& 1 
To ſhaw their betters, This provokes 
Mae to reflect 

On the lear'd days of Gawn Dunkell y 
Our country then a tale could tell I 
Europe had nane mair ſnack and ſnell- 

At verſe or proſe: : I 
Our Kin s were poets too themſell, | 
a / Bauld and jocoſe. 


— 


ll. 
| 
i 


To — Sir, whene'er ye come, \ 
Tl wait upon ye,—there's my thumb, l 
Wert frac the Gile-bells to the Drum, 

And tak a bout, oy LY I 
And faith I 3 we'll not fit dumb, 
Nor yet caſt out. 
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"EPISTLE H. 
Gilbertfield, July 24, 1719. 
Dear Ramsar, 


HEN I receiv'd thy kind epiſtle, 
Tt made me dance, and ſing, and whiſtle : 
7 be a fike and. fic a fiſtle, 


I had about it, 
hat e 'er was knight of the Scots thiſtle 
Sae fain I doubted, 
The INS lines therein you ſent me, | 
How to the nines they did content me; 
Though, Sir, fo high to compliment me, 
Ye might deferr'd ; 
For had ye but haff well a kent me, 
Z3Ziome leſs wad ſer'd. 
With joyfu' heart beyond expreſſion, 
They're ſafely now in my —— 
O gin {| were, a winter ſe 35 
N Near by thy lodging, 
I'd cloſe attend thy few profeſſion, 
Without e'er budging. 
In downright earneſt, there's but few 
To vie wi“ Ramſay dare avow, 
In verſe; for to gre thee thy due, 
And without fleeching 
Thou's better at thy trade I trow, 
Than ſome's at preaching. 
For my part till Pm better lear't 
To troke wi? thee had beſt forbear't, 
For, an' the fowk of E*nburgh hear” ty 
' They'll ca“ me daft, 
Pm unca irie and-dirt-feart, 
I mak wrang waft. 
Thy verſes nice as ever nicket, 
Made me as canty as a cricket ; 
Lerch to reply, left I {ticket ; 
Sy ae, like a coof 
[ look, or ane whaſe pouch is picket, 
7 As bare's my loof, 


' 
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Hech winſome ! how thy ſaft ſweet ſtile, 
And bonny auld words gar me ſmile; 0 
Thou's travelPd ſurely mony a mile, 
WY charge and coſt, 


To gar them thus keep rank and file, 0 
And ken their poſt. | 
For I maun tell thee, honeſt Allie, 
L uſe the freedom {ae to call thee, 4 or 
1 think them a ſae bra and wallie, 
And in fic ae x 
i wadna care to be thy vallie, h 1 


* 


, Or thy recorder. 
Haſt thou with Roſycrucians wandert! 

Or through ſome dancie deſart dandert ? A 
That wet thy magic, town and landart, 


For ought I ice, \ 

Maun a' come truckle to thy ſtandart 0 
Of poetry. th 

Do not miſtake me, deareſt heart, 
As if 1 charg'd thee wi' black art; P. 
*Tis thy good genius, ſtill alert, 

That does inſpire 1 

Thee with ilk thing that's quick and ſmart x 
To thy defire, * 


-E'en mony a bonny knacky tale, 
Bra to fit o'er a pint of ale; 
For ſiſty guineas, I'll find bail, 
Againſt 2 bodle, 
That I wad quat ilk day a meal, 
Poor ſic a nodle. 
And on condition I were as gabby, 
As either thee or honeſt Habby, 
That I lin'd 2 thy claes wi” tabby, 
Or velvet pluſh, 
Ard then thou'd be ſae far frae ſhabby, . 
+  »  Thovw'd look right ſarul 
What though young empty airy parks, 
May have their critical remarks _ 
Oa tir our 0 K diverting warks; 
Tis ima” preſumption 


rule 


my 
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o fay they're but unlearned clarks, | 
And want the gumpt:on. 
Let coxcomb critics get a tether, 
o tye up a' their lang looſe leather; 
they and I chance to forgatber, 
The tane may rue it, 
or an they winna haud their blezther, | 
| They's get a flewet. 
To learn them for to peep and pry, 
ſecret drolls *twixt thee and |; 
ray dip thy pen in wrath and r .. 
en | And them ſkellume, 
m ſure thou need ſet little by lA | 
| To bide their bellums. 
Wi' writing Pm ſae bleirt and doited, 
hat when 1 roſe, in troth I ftoited ; 
thought 1 ſhould turn cappernoited, 
#- For, wr a gird, 
pon my bum I fairly cloited, - 
| | On the cald eard. 
The which did cauſe a little dumple, | 
pon my doup cloſe by my rumple, 
ut had you ſcen how I did trumple, 
Ye*d ſplit your fide, 
[! mony a lang and weary wimple, 
b ED Like trough of Clyde. 


* 


ANSWER II. 


Edinburgb, Auguſt 4, 1719. 

D E AR Hamilton ye'il — . » 

My muſe ſae bonny ye deſerive her, 0 
e blau het ſae I'm fear'd ye rive her, 
; For, wi' a whid, 
in ony higher up ye drive her 
1 Shell rin rid wood, 
dad I.— Whiſht, quoth the voguy jade, 
William's a wiſe, judicious 1ad, 
Has havins mair than e'er ye had. 

Ill bred bog - aker, 
G2 1 


3 © 


* 
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LY * — — 
— green — 
Ws DD eee 


| But me, ye ne'er ſae crouſe had craw'd, G 
1 « Ye poor ſcull-thac ker. 
| elt ſets ye weel indeed to gage A 
i '« Efer I Apollo did ye cadge, 


And got ye on his hanour's badge, 


« Ungratefu” beaſt, 8 

« A W capon and a fadge 1 
„Ve thought a fcaſt. 

« Swith to Caſtalius fountain brink, P 


1 | 
"4 | 
T0 
. 
4 
f 
! | 
A 
1 
| } 


„Dad down a groof, and tak a drink, 
« Syne whiſk out paper, pen, and ink, | | 
And do my bidding; e 


© Be thankfu?, elſe L'ſe gar ye ſtink P 
« Yet on a midding.” 
My miſtreſs dear, your ſervant humble, 1 


Said I, I ſhould be Jaich to drumble, 
Your paſſions, or e'er gar ye grumble, | 


Its ne'er be me : 

Shall ſcandalize, or ſay ye bummil 0 
| Your poetry. 

Frae what I've telba, my friend may learn [ 


How ſadly 1 have been forfairn, 

I'd better been a 400 ſide Kairn+ | 
A Mount, I trow: 

I've kiſs'd the tauze like a good bairn, 
Now, Sir, to you. 
Hale be your heart, gay couthy carle, 
. Tag may you help to toom a barrel ; | 1 
Be thy crewn ay unclour'd in quarrel, N 
Wheu thou inclines 
To knoit thrawn gabbit ſumphs that ſnarl ! 
At our frank lines. 
I good chiel ſays, ye're weel worth goud, 

And blythnefs on ye's — beſtow*d, 


Mang witty Scots your name's be row'd, 1 

Ne'er fame to tine; 7 

The crooked clinkers ſhall be cow'd 
But ye ſhall ſhine, 

Set out the burnt fide of your ſhin, F 


For pride in poets is nae fin, 


Glorj 


er. 


. 
5 
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Multi & magni men before us 
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Glory's the prize for which they rin, | 
And fame's their jo; 
And wha blaws beſt, che horn ſhall win, 
8 And wharefore no? 
Quiiguis vocabit nos vain glorious, | 
Shaws ſcanter Kill, malos mores, . 


> ia Did ſtamp and ſwagger 
Probatum eft, exemplum Horace, | 
_ Was a bauld bragger, 
Then let the doofarts,  faſh'd wi' ſpleen, 
Caſt up the wrang ſide of their een, 
Pegh, fry, and girn wi' ſpite and teen, 
« And fa” a fiyting, 
Laugh, for the lively lads will ſcreen 
| Us frac backbiting. 
If that the gypſies dinna ſpung us, 
And foreign whiſkers hae na dung us; 
Gif I can ſnifter through mundungus, 
53 Te Wi' boots and belt on, 
I hope to ſee you at St. Mungo's 
Atween and Beltan. 


EPIS T LE III. 


Gilbertfield, Auguſt 24, 1719. 
CCE PT the third and laſt eſſay, 
Of rural rhyme, I humbly pray, 
Bright Ramfay, and although it may | 
{2 2 Seem doilt and donſie, 
Yet thrice of all things I heard ſay, 
= | Was ay thought ſonſie. 
Wherefore I ſcarce. could ſleep or ſlumber, 
Till I made up that happy number, 
The pleaſure counterpois'd rhe cumber, 
3 In every part, 
And ſnoov'd awa' like three hand ombre, 
| | Six Pence a cart. 
Of thy laſt poem, bearing date 


Auguſt the fourth, I grant receipt, 
Y | G 


3 It 
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It was fac bra', gart me look blate, 
Maiſt tyne my ſenſes, 
And look juſt like poor country Kate 
In Lucky Spence's, 
I ſhaw'd it to our parith Prieſt, 
Wha was as blyth as gi'm a feaſt; 
He ſays thou may haud up thy wet; 
And craw fu' crouſe, 
The poets a' to thee's but jeſt, 
| No worth a louſe. 
Thy blyth and chearfu'“ merry muſe, 
Of compliments is ſae profuſe, *- 
For my good havins, dis me ruſe 
Sac very finely, 
It were ill breeding to refuſe _ 
| To thank her kindly : 
What though ſometimes in angry mood, 
When ſhe puts on her barlick hood, k 
Her diale& ſeems rough and rood; 
Let's ne er be flec't, 
But tak our bit when it is good, 
And buffet wi't. 
For, gin we ettle anes to taunt her, 
And dinna calmly thole her bauter, 
She'll tak the flingsz verſe may 'grow ſcanter, 
Sync, wi' great ſhame, 
We'll rue the day that we do want her, 
Then wha's te blame. 
But let us ill ker kindneſs culzie, 
And wi” her never breed a toolzie, . 
For we'll bring aff but little ſpulzie, 
In ſic a barter; 
And ſhe'll be fair to gar us fulzie 
Aud cry for quarter. 
Sae little worth's my rhyming ware, 
My pack I ſearce can open mair, 
Till 1 tak better wi“ the lair, | 
My pen? s fac hanted ; 
And 1 for fear I file the fair, 
And be aftronted. 
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The dull draff drink maks me ſae douff; 
A' 1 can do's but bark and yowſl, 
Yet ſet me in a claret houff. 
| Wy fowk that's chancy, 
My muſe may lend me then a gouff, 
'To clear my fancy, 
Then Bacchus like, I'd bawl and bluſter, 
And a' the muſes bout me muſter, 
Sac merrily I'd ſqueeze the cluiter, 
And drink the grape, 
Twad gi'e my verſe a brighter luſtre 
| | And better ſhape, 
The powers aboon be ſtill auſpicious 
To thy atchicvements maiſt delicious, 
Thy poems ſweet, and nae way vicious, 
| Burt blyth and canny ; 
To ſce I'm anxious and ambitious, 
5 Thy miſcellany, 
A' bleſſings Ramſay, on thee row, 
Lang may thou live, and thrive and dow, 
Until thou claw an auld man's pow ; 
And through the creed, 
Be keeped frac the worricow N 
| | After thou's dead. 


ANSWER III. 
Edinburgh, Sept. 2, 1719. 


My truſiy Txojax, 
H Y ͤlaſt oration orthodox, 
Thy innocent auld-farrant jokes, 
And ſonſie faw of three provokes : 

Me anes again, 
Tod-lowrie like to looſe my pocks | 

And pump my brain. 

By a "n= letters ł ha'e red 
] eithly ſcan the man well bred, 
And Sodger that where honour led, | Wes 
Who no 3 he _—_—__— bauld z _ 
now to yo eaves the ye 
12 To tend his fauld. 

That bangſter Billy Cæſar July, | 
Wha at Pharſalia wag the toulzie 


4 Had 


Vet cruſh'd wi humdrums, which the waker's 


A doll of roaſt beef pypen het, | 
And wi' red wine their wyſon wet, 


* Wha keas I like a leg of gimmer 
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Had better ſped, had he mair hooly 0 

i Scamper d through life, 

And midſt his glories ſheath'd his gooly, 17 2 81 
ö And kits'd his wife. 


Had he like you. as well he cou'd, 
Upen burn-banks the muſes woo'd, 
Retir d betimes frae mang the crowd, 
| 4 '  Wha'd been aboon him! 
The Senate's durks and faction loud : 
: Had ne'er undone him, 
Yet ſometimes leave the nge and bog, 
Your howms, and braes, and ſhady ſcrog, 
And helm a lee the claret cog, 


— — 


ahnen 


To clear your wit ; 
Be blyth, and let the warld een ſnog, 
| As it thinks fit, 
Ne'er faſh about your neiſt year's ſtate, 
Nor with ſuperior powers debate, 
Nor cantraips call to ken your fate; | 
| There's ills anew 
To cram our days which ſoon grow late: 
| Let's live juſt now, 
When northern blaſts the ocean ſnurl, 
And gar the heights and hows look gurl, 
Then let's about the bumper whirl, © 
5 And toom the horn, 
Grip faſt the hours which haſty hurl, 
| Ihe morn's the morn. 
Thus to Leuconoe ſang ſweet Flaccus 
Wha nane <'er thought a Gillygacus : 
And why ſhouid we let whimſies bawk us, 
I When joy's in ſeaſon, 
And thole ſae aft the ſpleen to whauk us, 
0 When out of reaſon ? 
Though I were laird of ten ſcore acres, | 
Nodding to jouks of hallanſt akers, 


' Contentment ruins, 
I'd rather rooſt wi' cauſey · rakers, 

| And ſup cauld ſowens, 
Think, my friend, if fowk can get, - 


5 And claithing clean, 
And be na ſick, or drown'd in debt, 

oh They're no to mean. 

IKead this verſe to my ain ki mmer, 


4 


* 
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Or lic and fic good belly. timber: LET | 
3 Woch ſhe and levgh, 
Sicker of thae winter and fimmer, 
| ; Ye're weel enqugh. 
My hearty goſs, there is nae help, 
But hand to nive we twa maun ſkelp 
Up Rhine and Thames, and o'er the Alp- | 
ines and Pyremans, 


The chearfy' carles do ſae yelp ö 3 
c To ha'e their minions. 


Thy affan rural rhyme ſae rare, 
Sic wordy, wanton, hand- wail d ware, 
dae gaſh and gay, gars fou k gae gare, 
g To hae them by them ; 
Thou gh gaffin they wi' ſides ſae fair, | 
| Cry,—Wae gae by him! 
Fair fa“ that ſodger did invent 
To eaſe the poet's toil wi' print : | 
ow, William, we mgun io the bent, 


f a And peuſe our fortune, 
And crack wi' lads wha're weel content 
| Wi' this our ſporting. 
Gin ony ſour mou'd girning bucky | 
Ca' me conceity keckling chucky, 
That we like nags wha's necks are youcky 
; Ha'eus'd our teeth: 
PII anſwer ſyne,— Gae kiſs ye're Lucky, 
She dwells i' Leith, 
I ne'er wi' lang tales faſh my head, 
But when I ſpeak, I ſpeak indeed, 
Wha ca's me droll, but ony feed, | i 
g 3 Ill owa I'm ſae 
And, while my champers can chew bread, | > 4 
| Yours — Allan Ramſay 


An Epiſile to Lieutenant Ha uiLHTON, en the receiving the 
compliment of a barrelof Lochfine Herring from bim. 


OUR Herring, Fee, came hale and feer, 
In healſome brine a? ſowmen, 

Fu' fat they are, and guſty gear, 

As cer I laid my thumb : 


Bra ſappy fiſh | 
% | - As ane cou'd with | ii 
To clap on fadge or ſcon : 0 1 
x _ reliſh fine pl 
G claret wine, » 


That gars our cares ſtand yon. | Right Al 
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Right mony gabs wi' them ſhall gang 
About auld Recky's ingle, 
When ee carles think na lang, 
Where ſtoups and trenchors gingle; 
Then my friend leel, 
5 We toſs your heel, 
And wi bauld brag advance BA 
| What's hoard ed in 
8 ; Lochs Broom and Fine, 
Might ding the ſtocks of France 


A jelly ſum to catry on | 
A fiſhery's defign'd, | 
Tua millions good of ſterling pound, 
By men of money fign'd. 
Had ye but ſeen 
| How unco keen 
And thrang they were about it, | | 
8 | That they are bald 
Right rich and auld 


_ Farran ye ne er wad doubt it, | 


Now, now, I hope we'll ding the Dutch, 
As fine as a round Robin, 
Gin greedineſs to grow ſoon rich 

Invite not to ſtock- jobbing, a 
That poor boſs ſhade 
Of ſinking trade, 


And weather-glaſs politi i 
; Which heaves and lets, 
| As publick gets * 


A heazy, or a wee kick. 


Fy, fy, but yet I hope tis daft 
F —_ that trick come hither, 
Ha, we're abaon that dirty craft 
Of biting ane anither, 
CY OP Ic̃hbe ſubject rich 
Will gre a bitch 


* 


T' increaſe the publick gea 0 
| When on our ſeas, 
Like biſſy bees, 


Ten thouſand fiſhers ſteer, 


Cculd we catch the united ſhoals 
That crowd the weſtern ocean, 
The Indies wad prove hungry holes, 
Compar'd wi' this our Goſhen : | 
Then let's to wark 
Wich net and bark 


| 


Them 


Them fiſh and faithfu* cure up; 
Gin ſae we join 
5 TE We'll cleek in coin 
Frae a' the ports in Europe. 
Thanks to the Captain for this ſwatch 
Of your ſtore, and your favour ; 
Gia I be ſpar'd, your love to match 
Shall (till be my endeavour, | 
Next unto you, 
- My ſervice due 
Pleaſe gi'e to Matthew Cumin, 
Wha with fair heart 
SAY Has play'd his part, 
And ſent them true and trim in. | 


A ELEGY on a Gentleman's D O G in Glaſyorw. 


' Dons By POET GRAHAM. 
N O W CurLey's dead, poor hovelt tyke, 
The wiſeſt brute e er lap dyke, 
In Glaſgow town left nat his like 
| He was ſae flim, 
All other dogs can bark and bite 
: But nane like him. 
When he was young he had the wits 
Not to be given away to prats, 
Like other dogs that worry cats, 
And chew the ſpoons, - - 
But like a prentice that wiſely acts b 


And keepe his looms. 
His maſter's will he did vey 4 | 
He knew what fouk to him did fay, 
And bought their buns for mony a day 
And errands gade ; 
But ſervants now mult run that way 
- Since Curley's dead, 
A duck or drake, in water or lough ; = 
To kill an otter in lin or ſhough, % | 
All other dogs he did out through I 
| | For teeth or feet ; 
But now the hunters may ſay oh! oh! 
. And for him greet, 


And for the witty ways he acted 
Pennies for him ha'e been collected, 
People wi' him were ſae affected _ 
X He 25 their erran, 
To bring their buns he was weel tracted s _ 
Or yet a herrin, Wen 


1 
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When winter nights wete dark and wet 
He'd born a lanthorn through the {treet, 
Ay toriling at his maſter's feet, 

* To gie him light, 
Ae night a prieſt he chanc'd to meet 
And did him fright. 
He thought it was the auld black lad, 
Goiog through the city in parade, 
At lalt it was a dog he ſaw't; 
Gate him a penny, 
Hae buy a loaf, poor tyke, ' wi' that 
Ye are worth many. 


Another time he's ſeat for ſnuff, 
Out came the ſtophold wi' a pluff, 
In's mouth it was fo bitter and tough, 
a He lot it fa” 
Up with his foot rubb'd aff the rough, 
And came awa'. 


To ſnuggle tobacco he did abhor, 
He'd never go for ſaiſhing more; 
All other errands about the door | 
He frankly gade, 
And kept his honeſt name therefore, 
But now he's dead. 


One day poor Curley faſted lang, 
For matlter's wig he's forc'd to gang 
And as | tell you, by my ſang, 
; He paund the ſame, 
To get a bun, it was not wrang. 
To fill his wame. 


And for ſo doing he was weel licket, 
But and ben the houſe he's kicket; 
His maſter cry*d, Vil have him ſticket: 
| Go bring my wig, 
Of thiefry nov he was convicted 
As clean's a leek. 


But all his life for to rehearſe, 
I have no time to put in verſe, 
He brought again his maſter's wig, 
But of his works no more I'll ſpeak ; 
As changing money and carrying cogs, 
And takiag down his-malter's brogues, 
Unto the laſs,r@ make them clean, 
This many with their een have ſeen: 
And yet, alas! when he was dead, 
They buried him on the andden- head. 
es. 


